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PREFACE. 




HE following pages will sufficiently ex- 
plain the manner and order of their 
suggestion. Their object will be abun- 
dantly attained if therein may be found a word in 
season for him that is weary ; or if some interwoven 
thread of promise may by them be brought home 
to any heart with the fresh force of personal 
application. 

The chronicles of our lives are two-fold : that 
outer record of words and deeds which lies 
open before the world; and that other which 
contains the secret history of an inner life, written 
in a cipher whereof Grod and the soul, only, 
possess the key. 



viii Preface. 

Yet has this latter full often way-marks with- 
out ; associations such as David's with " the land 
of Jordan and of the Hermonites, and the hill 
Mizar," and such as Nathaniel's with his retreat 
beneath the fig-tree— hidden memories linked 
with places of our sojourning, whereof God 
knows, and we. 

David raised his memorial pillars in psalms of 
everlasting prayer and praise : Jacob, in monu- 
ments of stone, consecrated by the way-side. 

Beside these we linger, taking- into our con- 
sideration, not the records of his life concerning 
whom we speak, but rather the rock-hewn me- 
morials which are for us too. In other words, 
we shall find that our path, if it be pilgrimage, 
will in all probability lead to Bethel, Mizpah and 
Ephrath ; and that we shall be found to inscribe 
our names on Israel's pillars there. 
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"And Jacob rose up early in the morning, and took the 
stone that he had put for his pillows, and set it up for a 
pillar." — Gen. xxviii. IS. 




FIRST COMMUNION. 




HE old old story of Jacob's ladder, carry- 
ing us back to the picture Bibles of our 
childhood, wherein with mystery and 
delight we surveyed the sleeping form under the 
stars at Bethel, and traced the golden staircase 
linking earth and heaven, and wished that such 
dreams might be ours also. And we saw not then 
that which the ladder of glory showed forth ; nor 
knew then that the vision is still accomplished in 
the sight of strangers in the land and of wayfaring 
men that turn aside to tarry for a night; nor 
understood that, secretly and unseen, monuments 
are even now raised beside life's pathways, mark- 
ing, as mile-stones, the road which leads onward, 
and at last, by however long a course, to the 
Father's house. 
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Not on Israel's individual history, but beside 
his memorial pillars, would we linger ; nor seek to 
recall the story of those earlier days of his which 
less concern ourselves. And first, beside the stone 
from among "the stones of that place" which 
marked the spot consecrated in one night as " the 
house of Grod and the gate of heaven." 

It is not revealed to us whether he, the 
possessor of the patriarchal birthright, as he lay 
alone after " the sun was set," recalled how that 
in other days this ground had been trodden by 
his ancestral feet who had come forth from the 
far country whither now his own way was tend- 
ing. We know not whether, under the shadow 
of the mountain "having Bethel to the east 
and Hai to the west," he lifted up his eyes 
to the place where, a century and a half before, 
Abram, having received the charter and the 
covenant conveying to him and to his seed for 
ever the title to the land, had built an altar 
and called upon the name of the Lord. We 
know not whether the heir to that royal inheri- 
tance, now about to become an alien and a 
stranger in a strange land, realised that he, the 
successor of Abram and future lord of the soil. 
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trod the territory whereof the birthright conferred 
the title-deeds, and whereof the choice had first 
been made from hence. We know not whether 
with any special significancy this spot, whence 
from among the idolatries of Canaan the flame of 
sacrifice had by the father of the faithful been 
made to ascend, was chosen as that where the 
promise should be handed down to the third ge- 
neration of a Seed in whom all families of the 
earth should be blessed, and Who in each sacrifice 
was evidently shown forth. 

These things may have been. Coincidences 
of locality, brought about by no chance circum- 
stances, suggest to the thoughtful student of the 
word of Grod many a connecting link in His 
operations and dealings with men which lie not 
on the surface of its sacred pages. At least we 
know that at Bethel God for the last time pro- 
claimed Himself the God of Abraham and of Isaac 
alone. After the "I am with thee" wherewith 
the thread of Jacob's life was taken up into the 
covenant- hand of the Almighty, his name was 
solemnly appended to that grandest of family 
archives which for ever associated the names of 
three men with that of their Maker. The procla- 



6 Wayside PUlars. 

mation of Jehovah which, after two and a half 
centuries, next sounded forth in the solitudes of 
Sinai, was issued by One calling Himself "the 
Ood of Abraham, the God of Isaac, and the God 
of Jacob." 

The story still sounds freshly in our ears of 
how he dreamed, ** And behold a ladder set up on 
the earth, and the top of it reached to heaven : 
and behold the angels of God ascending and de- 
scending on it. And, behold, the Lord stood 
above it, and said, I am the Lord God of Abra- 
ham thy father, and the God of Isaac : the land 
whereon thou liest, to thee will I give it, and to 
thy seed : and thy seed shall be as the dust of the 
earth, and thou shalt spread abroad to the west, 
and to the east, and to the north, and to the 
south : and in thee and in thy seed shall all fami- 
lies of the earth be blessed. And, behold, I 
am with thee, and will keep thee in all places 
whither thou goest, and will bring thee again 
into this land ; for I will not leave thee, until I 
have done that which I have spoken to thee." 

Then the vision which was no mere dream of 
a night passed away. His investiture with the 
dignities of his descent who should afterwards 
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return to that place bearing the title of " a prince 
of God," was completed. The mystical display 
of earth and heaven gloriously linked together 
was achieved. The various grants and promises 
made in other days to his fathers were now for 
the wanderer condensed into a brief charter of 
blessing sealed with the "I will" of an immu- 
table Jehovah. 

" And Jacob awaked " — awaked to the silence 
of the night, and to the solitude of the hill-slopes,* 
and to the surrounding of the bare rocks which in 
the vision had given place to the ladder of glory ; 
awaked to the solemn conviction expressed in the 
words, ** Surely the Lord was in this place, and I 
knew it not." "And he was afraid, and said. 
How dreadful is this place 1 This is none other 
but the house of God, and this is the gate of 
heaven. And Jacob rose up early in the morning, 
and took the stone he had put for his pillows, and 
set it up for a pillar, and poured oil upon the top 
of it. And he called the name of that place 
Bethel." 

* It is evident from Josh. xvi. 2, and from corrobora- 
tive testimony, that an interval of distance lay between 
Bethel and Luz. 
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The never-dying name was conferred which 
constituted the wilderness-solitude a sanctuary of 
the Most High; the pillar raised towards which, 
throughout future wanderings the heart of the 
chosen of Grod would return ; the dedication-vow 
recorded, which was to give its commencing date 
to a life now bound up in the life of God. 

"And Jacob vowed a vow, saying. If God 
will be with me, and will keep me in this way 
that I go, and will give me bread to eat and 
raiment to put on, so that I come again to my 
father's house in peace ; then shall the Lord be 
my God : and this stone which I have set for a 
pillar shall be God's house, and of all that Thou 
shalt give me, I will surely give the tenth unto 
Thee." 

And from hence, not as an exiled fugitive, 
not as an unattended wanderer, goes he forth into 
the land of his pilgrimage. I^or the silent wit- 
nessing of the pillar at Bethel proclaims him the 
chosen of the Lord, and tejgtifies concerning an un- 
seen angelic guard having charge concerning him ; 
and the " I will not leave thee" of Jehovah con- 
tains all that he may ever need of help, support, 
guidance, and protection. So that, these things 
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being accomplished, ** Jacob went on his journey, 
and came into the land of the children of the 
east." 

Distinct and various as are the paths of the 
Lord's wayferers, they may all be traced back to 
one starting-point, — thai of individual corn/mU" 
nication to the soul from Ood Himself. This it 
was that made " the place of almond-trees " Bethel 
to Jacob. From this point the ordinary pathway 
of life is elevated into pilgrimage. 

It is a great thing to belong to a nation 
whose God is the Lord : it is a yet greater thing 
to look upon God as the God of our fathers. But 
however surroimded by a vital atmosphere, a 
man has no life except he individually inhale it ; 
and national and £eimily religion may encompass 
us from the cradle, and yet no breath of life 
divine quicken us into spiritual existence. When, 
however, by His Spirit God reveals Himself per- 
sonally to the soul with the words, *' I have 
known thee by name, and thou hast found grace 
in My sight," the era of a new and inner life 
takes it« beginning. "I have heard of Thee 
with the hearing of the ear, but now mine eye 
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seeth Thee," is his experience who can say not 
only *' Happy is that people whose God is the 
Lordl" but, yet further, "Happy is he that 
hath the God of Jacob for his help 1" 

The individual revelation of God to the soul 
is almost invariably preceded by a desire, vague 
often, and dim, of the soul after God. A craving, 
underlying all the ordinary transactions of the 
outer life, refuses to be satisfied otherwise than 
by Himself. Without, the world's clang and 
concourse may fall with contending discords 
and harmonies on the ear; within, the solitary 
minor strain ceaselessly echoes through the empty 
chambers of a heart unsatisfied, "'Oh, that I 
knew where I might find Him 1 Behold, I go 
forward, but He is not there ; and backward, but 
I cannot perceive Him : on the left hand, where 
He doth work, but I cannot behold Him; He 
hideth Himself on the right hand, that I cannot 
see Him. Lo, He goeth by me and I see Him 
not ; He passeth on, also, but I perceive Him 
not ! ' God aroimd me everywhere ; and yet 
not revealed to me 1 God * not far from every 
one of us, in Whom we live, and move, and have 
our being,' is here ; and yet the altar in the 
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throne-room of my heart is still raised to the 
Unknown God ! * As the hart panteth after the 
water-brooks, so panteth my soul after Thee, 
God!'" 

And it is often when the heart has sought 
to satisfy itself by means within its own reach, 
and has added its sorrowful testimony to the 
"all is vanity" of the man "to whom God 
gave riches, and wealth, and honour, so that he 
wanted nothing for his soul of all that he de- 
sired," — it is often when, having believed that 
the sweet presence of an earthly love would light 
up its vacant recesses, the soul has rejoiced for 
a season in that light, the nearest akin to the 
light divine, and has found it to go out in dark- 
ness, it is then, full often, that by the breath of 
the Spirit the yearning is converted into seeking,, 
and that the way turns, and behold. Bethel is 
nigh at hand ! 

We do not declare it to be ever thus. There 
are many whose calling has been so gradual that 
they can discern with little distinctness the point 
where their path became pilgrimage. But we do 
believe that those who have unseen raised a me- 
morial to which through all the windings of their 
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way they may look back as the hidden witness of 
God's first revelation of Himself to their souls, 
are, very generally, those who have known the 
longings of a heart unsatisfied, and who, after 
the prolonged cry, " My soul thirsteth for Thee, 
my flesh longeth for Thee in a dry and thirsty 
land where no water is," having been brought 
into the bond of communion, place stone upon 
stone for a perpetual monument, and sing out 
gladly "because Thy loving -kindness is better 
than life, my lips shall praise Thee 1 " 

And now, when we come to speak of God's 
personal communication to the soul, we approach 
a subject beyond their comprehension who have 
not themselves experienced admission to private 
audience with the King of kings. Of such 
communication from Him it is written, " Eye 
hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have en- 
tered into the heart of man the things which 
God hath prepared for them that love Him. 
But God hath revealed them unto us by His 
Spirit." 

Very frequently the veil is so gradually, and 
almost imperceptibly, withdrawn from between 
God and the soul that not imtil afterwards, in 



First Cormnunion. 13 

the retrospect of a season wherein His love has 
been manifested and His presence has filled the 
solitudes of the heart, the wondering exclama- 
tion finds utterance, ** Surely the Lord was in 
this place!" 

For often there belong not to that first hour 
of intercourse with the Most High the clear and 
distinctive views of doctrinal religion following 
upon the closer acquaintance and more intimate 
association of the Spirit's later teachings. The 
harmonies of the divine "I am with thee" so 
satisfy the longing soul that it stays not to dis- 
entangle the chords, nor pauses at first to in- 
quire how attributes of holiness, justice, and 
love, seemingly in opposition, should combine 
in that declaration. "I am poor and needy, 
but the Lord thinketh upon me," is the song 
with which it comes forth from the Presence- 
chamber, seeing not at first in the ladder set up 
from earth to heaven the showing forth of the 
one way of its acceptance. 

But while the believer yet gazes, and though 
in that first hour he should see with but little 
distinctness ** for the glory of that light," there 
will be a gradual clearing away firom before his 
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eyes of the haze of brightness, and lo, the vision 
shall have faded into yet another whereof it was 
but the foreshadowing. For behold a cross is 
there ; and beyond it an open sepulchre, and the 
inscription, "No man cometh unto the Father 
but by Me;" and the groundwork, the substance, 
and the end of all his hopes are there made ma- 
nifest — the Atonement linking together earth and 
heaven, and setting at one the lost wanderer and 
a pardoning Jehovah; so that, rejoicing greatly, 
he sets his seal to the covenant whereof the 
suretyship is made out in a Name which stands 
firm for ever, and goes forth on his way 
gladly. 

In few biographies do we find a record of 
such inauguration of the way more strikingly 
recorded than in that of David Brainerd, the 
Missionary to the tribes of North America. The 
previous yearning after the Unseen Grod, — the 
feeling after Him, if haply he might find Him, — 
the desponding cry of utter helplessness which 
woke the echoes of his solitary path, will touch 
a responsive chord in many a similarly craving 
heart. And the history of that hour when the 
weeping of the night gave way to a realisation 
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of the joy coming in the morning, we give in 
his own words :— 

'* But after a considerable time spent in such- 
like exercises and distresses, one morning, while 
I was walking in a solitary place, as usual, I at 
once saw that all my contrivances and projections 
to effect or procure salvation for myself were 
utterly in vain : I was brought quite to a stand, 
as finding myself totally lost. I had thought 
many times before, that the difficulties in my 
way were very great; but now I saw in another 
and very different light, that it was for ever im- 
possible for me to do anything towards helping 
or delivering myself. I then thought of blaming 
myself that I had not done more, and been more 
engaged, while I had opportunity ; for it seemed 
now as if the season of doing was for ever over 
and gone ; but I instantly saw, that let me have 
done what I would, it would not more have 
tended to my helping myself, than what I had 
done : that I had made all the pleas I ever could 
have made to all eternity ; and that all my pleas 
were vain. ...... I continued, as I remem- 
ber, in this state of mind from Friday morning 
till the Sabbath evening following, July 12, 1739, 
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when I was walking again in the same solitary 
place where I was brought to see myself lost 
and helpless, as was before mentioned : and here, 
in a mournful, melancholy state, was attempting 
to pray, but found no heart to engage in that 

or any other duty 

" And having been thus endeavouring to pray, 
though being, as I thought, very stupid and sense- 
less for near half-an-hour, and by this time the 
sun was about half-an-hour high as I remember 
— then, as I was walking in a dark thick grove, 
unspeakable glory seemed to open to the view 
and apprehension of my soul. I do not mean 
any external brightness, for I saw no such thing ; 
nor do I intend any imagination of a body of 
light, somewhere away in the third heavens, or 
anything of that nature; but it was a new in- 
ward apprehension or view that I had of God, 
such as I never had before, nor anything which 
had the least resemblance to it^ I stood still, '^ 
and wondered and admired ; I knew that I never 
had seen before anything comparable to it for 

excellency or beauty I had no particular 

apprehension of any one person in the Trinity, 
either the Father, the Son, or the Holy Ghost; 
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but it appeared to be divine glory that I then 
beheld ; and my soul rejoiced with joy unspeak- 
able to see such a Grod, such a glorious divine 
Being; and I was inwardly pleased and satisfied 
that He should be God over all for ever and 
ever 

" I continued in this state of inward joy and 
peace, yet astonishment, till near dark, without 
any sensible abatement ; and then began to think 
and examine what I had seen, and felt sweetly 
composed in my mind all the evening following, 
I felt myself in a new world, and everything 
about me appeared in a different aspect from 
what it was wont to do. 

" At this, tvme, the way of salvation opened 
to Tne with such infinite wisdom^ suitableness, 
and excellency, that I wondered I should ever 
think of any other way of salvation, and was 
amiazed that I had not dropped my own con- 
trivances, and cormplied with this lovely, blessed, 
a/ad eaxeUent way before. If I could have been 
saved by my own duties, or in any other way 
that I had formerly contrived, my whole soul 
would now have refused. I wondered that all 
the world did not see and comply with this 

c 
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way of salvation, enti/rdy by the righteousness of 
Christ. 

" The sweet relish of what I then felt con- 
tinued with me for several days almost constantly, 
in a greater or less degree. I could not but sweetly 
rejoice in Grod, lying down or rising up." 

" I am with thee I " When men would draw 
up a charter or title-deed or act of partnership, 
how are words multiplied in the endeavour to 
provide against contingencies of death, fraud, or 
misapprehension, and a thousand other changes 
and chances incident to mortal life. But One 
who changes not in purpose, in power, or in love, 
sums up the whole charter of pilgrim blessing 
in four brief words, which constitute, so to speak, 
the formula of personal covenant with which, 
from Abraham downward, we find His servants 
sent forth on their Divine missions. 

" I will be with thee " was the form of words 
with which Isaac at Grerar T^as adopted in the 
place of his father. "Certainly, I will be with 
thee," the warrant and pledge given to Moses 
at Sinai, and to Joshua at Bethpeor and Jericho. 
**The Lord was with him," the sufficient statement 
of the covenant with Samuel and with David. 
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"I will be with thee," the prophet's bulwark 
and support. "Lo, I am with you alway," the 
parting assurance of the ascending Lord when 
He had given commission and authority to His 
Apostles ; " I am with thee," an echo from Olivet 
which came in the night to one " born out of due 
time," even to Paul, the Apostle of the Gentiles. 

And thus it is still. " I will never leave thee 
nor forsake thee" is the token even now given 
away at the pillar of Bethel to each one who 
there takes his stand; and as the ray of light, 
examined through the prismatic glass, is found 
to separate into distinct though blending hues, so 
this Divine assurance will be seen through the 
glass of the evangel ^o contain innumerable dis- 
tinct yet harmonious promises of blessing for the 
pilgrim way.^ 

But the ray is only a scintillation from the 
sun itself. Brief as is the inscription on the 
seal of the covenant, its pledges, its conditions, and 
its promises, may be yet further traced back into 
the compass of a single word wherein lies summed 
up, completely and for us, all that Israel saw of 
glory and received of promise. 

Immanuel, "Crod with us:" — here is the sig- 
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nification of the mystical ladder of glory which 
shone out against the midnight sky of Palestine, 
here, the source and security of the " I am with 
thee " of the promise-charter. 

We know not whether it was in response 
to secret aspirations after a revelation such as 
Jacob's, indulged in a later solitude beneath the 
fig-tree's leafy shade, that He, the Immanuel and 
promised Seed therein foretold, spake to Nathaniel 
of a more glorious apocalypse which should be 
his, when he, too, should see heaven open, and 
should behold the angels of God ascending and 
descending upon the Son of man. But we do 
believe it herein to have been intimated that, upon 
the completion of an everlasting union and com- 
munication between earth and heaven by the 
ascension of incarnate Divinity into the glory of 
the Father, the Spirit would reveal perfectly that 
way of access into the Holy places, even then 
shown forth in His declaration of Himself as the 
Son of man to whom the disciple did homage 
as Son of God. And, as in that other day, the 
angels of God ascending and descending upon 
the ladder of glory were made manifest to him, 
the inheritor of the land, concerning whom they 
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held their charge, even so we believe it to have 
been revealed by the angels' Lord that, this sure 
groundwork being established, not to a . single 
inheritor only, but to all them that should be heirs 
of His salvation, would they be sent forth as 
ministers of His who do His pleasure. 

"God with us!" The mystery of godliness 
*' seen of angels," and which still they " desire 
to look into ! " The only means whereby that 
great reformation may be achieved whereafter 
the whole creation groaneth and the hearts of 
men continually aspire: the only bond wherein 
an universal brotherhood may be established, and 
a reign of peace set up upon the earth : the only 
power whereby, from its fallen condition of im- 
potency and uncleanness, the soul of man may 
be raised into union with God Himself, so that 
it shall be able to exclaim, " Now shall the Lord 
be my God!" 

And to as many as would claim the *^ I am 
with thee " of the covenant token, we would say. 
See to it that it be counter-signed with the 
suretyship of Immanuel; see to it that you are 
seeking the Father through the Son ; that for ever 
there be abandoned the attempt to scale the 
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heights of heaven by a ladder of good works, 
sacraments, earnest purposes ; but that He who 
by His incarnation and atonement is made unto 
us the Way, the Truth, and the Life, be recog- 
nised as your one accepted means of access to 
the Majesty on High. For it is this revelation 
of Christ's atonement meeting our transgression, 
of Christ's righteousness covering our nakedness, 
of Christ's love warming into life our insen- 
sibility, of Christ's grace filling up our needs, that 
constitutes the new era, the Anno Domini, of the 
individual history, for ever bringing the soul into 
the fair haven of New Testament light and peace. 
And so sweet a subject is this one of the 
manifestation of God in Christ to the soul, so 
sacred a recollection that of our admission to 
the pavilion of His presence, and of His Spirit's 
"drawing up our mind to high and heavenly 
things," so vivid the remembrance of the won- 
der and joy with which, looking back upon that 
season, we exclaimed, " Surely the Lord was in 
this place," that we would fain linger here, ex- 
claiming with him whose records we have already 
cited, ** Oh, the inward peace, composure, and 
god-like serenity of such a season ! Heaven must 
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needs differ from this only in degree — not in 
kind!" 

But the charter-roll is written within and 
without. The Bethel pillar is a memorial, not 
only of God's manifestation of Himself to the 
soul, but with equal certainty of the believer's 
dedication of himself unto the Lord. The deed 
or covenant whereby the pilgrim enrols his name 
as a true servant of the Most High, is dated 
thence. In other words, conversion implies dedi^ 
cation^ trusty anticipation. 

Conversion! A word avoided; a necessity 
ignored ; a miracle wrought now in the earth by 
the power of the Holy Ghost which men refuse 
to see, and in which they will not believe. For 
the Eoyal certificate given at Bethel, thousands 
of forged papers are issued and have currency 
in the world; and the world's scrutineers are 
willing to receive in its stead passports of ortho- 
doxy and their own smoothly written letters of 
credit, and hold him as fanatical and too super- 
stitious who seeks to discover the autograph and 
sign-manual of the King. 

And yet this conversion is a reality. And 
yet the Lord the Spirit is working on the earth 



24 Wayside Pillars. 

resigned to His operations by its great Purchaser 
and Redeemer who has not left Himself with- 
out a witness, in that by some mighty invisible 
Agency men and women are, even in our own 
day, translated from the power of Satan unto 
God. 

From one end of the earth to the other, 
its inhabitants are drawn to behold the achieve- 
ments of science and the results effected by 
nature's hidden forces brought to light and 
cunningly developed in this age of progress. 
But turn aside and come in hither. The mar- 
vellous work behold amazed I Here is a spec- 
tacle concerning which angels in heaven and 
devils in hell have held earnest discourse. Within 
this chamber is found a converted soul. Under- 
stand in its fullest sense the import of these words. 
They signify, if they signify anything at all, that 
of the basest and most defiled material there 
has been fashioned a temple for the High and 
Holy One that inhabiteth eternity. They sig- 
nify that from the most degraded slavery one 
has been rescued and admitted into the Family 
of the King. They signify that the heirdom to 
an inheritance unfading and everlasting has been 
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conferred unreservedly and with positive cer- 
tainty of possession. They signify that an un- 
seen contest has been waged with the prince of 
this world who had gathered his legions to the 
fight; and that there hath been victory and 
spoil, and that the prize of an immortal soul 
hath been wrested from him for ever. And, 
yet further, by conversion it is implied that 
upon this same base material there has been put 
forth a transforming agency whereof the effects 
are visible to all — that by some unseen influ- 
ence, more secret, and a hundredfold more po- 
tent, than those furnished to the most successftd 
investigators of science, there has been exerted 
upon the invisible spirit an energy and a change 
whereof the results are made manifest to them 
that are without — that the work has been achieved 
which required God for its execution, and that 
a heart by nature alien from, and in rebellion 
against, its Creator, has been so wrought upon 
by a Divine miracle that it now beats in unison 
with the heart and will of the Lord Most High. 

He who, raising his memorial pillar, marks 
the revelation of the Lord as the Saviour of his 
soul, at the same moment engraves thereon the 
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oath of fealty rendered by him to the God of 
Bethel. To the " I am with thee" of the cove- 
nant answers the vow of dedication — "then 
shall the Lord be my God." Of dedication to 
the life-long conflict wherein fought the apostles, 
and the prophets, and the noble army of martyrs. 
Of dedication to the brotherhood of the true cross, 
to the toils of a true pilgrimage. Of dedication 
which means renunciation of the soft and luxurious 
ease wherewith men, forgetful that in the very 
sound of their baptismal name they hold the 
pledge of warfare and of endurance, would seek 
smooth paths for their feet, and bidding an- 
other bear their cross, would translate into a 
soporific strain of worldly conformity the stem 
vows of Christ's band against sin, the world, and 
the devil. It is of these that, in our day, the re- 
cording spirits " whom the Lord hath sent to walk 
to and fro throughout the earth," bear testimony, 
"We have walked to and fro throughout the 
earth, and behold the earth is still and is at 
rest;" and these are they who, avoiding the foot- 
prints marked in blood of the faithful unto death, 
go forth delicately, and refuse to follow the Son 
of David into the wilderness across the dark 
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mountains, filling up with their unmeaning sig- 
nature a covenant whereof they know not the 
terms and care not to fulfil the engagements. 

Yet is there a tremulousness in the accept- 
ance given even by the steadfast soul to the pledge 
and covenant which it so eagerly appropriates. " I 
will be with thee," saith the Lord ; " if the Lord 
will be with me " is the response. The promise 
is unconditional and free ; the answering dedica- 
tion is conditional and questioning. 

For it is not in its first experiences that- the 
spirit newly joined unto the Lord learns the full 
security of His divine " I will." It has tried the 
" I wills " of the world, and they failed. It has 
tried the '^ I wills " of friendship, and they failed 
because of the frailty of all earthly friendship. It 
has tried the "I wills" of its own determination, 
and yet more have they proved fallible and im- 
stable. Thou hast yet to learn, newly enlisted 
wayfarer, the unchangeableness and sufficiency of 
that ''I will" of the Lord thy God; thou hast 
yet to try the experiment of the immutability of 
His promise whose thou now art, that thou mayest 
take up the song which faintly falls back upon 
thine ear from those who are on before thee in the 
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way, "Thou, Lord, hast never faUed them that 
seek Thee." 

Trusty after all, is the school in which the 
believer must graduate until faith be lost in 
sight; and implicit confidence and trust consti- 
tute the spiritual attainment which, perhaps, we 
are longest in acquiring here below. For we 
speak not of that conventional thing calling 
itself " Trust in Providence," which has a verbal 
currency in the world, and which men profess, be- 
taking themselves thereto as a last resort when 
circumstances are beyond their control, and when, 
with a pious ejaculation, they would cover their 
helplessness. The imitation of true coin thus 
lightly uttered professes not to stand the test of 
the gold tried in the fire, though it meet with 
ready exchange amongst the world's money- 
changers, who here penetrate even to the outer 
courts of the temple. But with them it is ex- 
cluded from its precincts by the Lord Himself, 
who, sitting over against the Treasury, recog- 
nises and honours as acceptable tribute, if only 
the two mites of that humble and holy con- 
fidence which is trust, well knowing that therein 
we offer not of that which costs us nothing. 
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And it is because of the slowness and diffi- 
culty of its attainment that the first experiment 
in trust results but in the " If the Lord will be 
with me," of the patriarch. The swimmer, first 
spreading out- his hands to swim, dares not to 
relinquish his footing on the earth, his support 
from the rock. And not at once, or even in the 
beginning of that new life which has date from 
its first memorial pillar, does the soul learn to 
renounce all reliance on second causes or on sur- 
roundings of earthly circumstance, and to cast itself 
intrepidly on the ocean of divine love, which will 
bear it up to the complete realization of the 
promise, "Whoso trusteth in the Lord mercy 
shall compass him about."' 

Yet is it our deficiency in implicit trust which 
too ofl:en encompasses our religion with a careful- 
ness and anxiety little pleasing in His sight, who 
would have us without carefulness. We trust 
for death, but how little for life; we trust for 
eternity, yet how little for time; holding it far 
easier to cry impulsively, "Though He slay me 
yet will I trust in Him," than to accept the 
exhortation, " Trust in Him at all times, ye 
people: pour out your hearts before Him." It 
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is this trust which is Faith in its working dress 
that we need — a faith exercised not on the un- 
seen future, merely, but hourly and momentarily, 
in the homely details and common things of life, 
thus made holy and linked with the things of 
God. 

Far easier is it to work than to trust : easier 
to do much for God than to lean much on God. 
And yet, who, thoughtfully studying His re- 
vealed will, will fail to discern that he who 
trusts most holds highest rank in His sight, and 
that the object and meaning of manifold amongst 
those marvellous works which ought to be had 
in remembrance are recorded in the words, " that 
they might put their trust in the Lord." 

We need not to look back on the wilderness 
of Sinai — the practising school, if we may so 
call it, wherein trust was the lesson, Israel the 
scholar— or to remember the mournful summary 
of failure written for our learning in the verdict, 
"they believed not in God and trusted not in 
His salvation." Eather would we discern in the 
chronicles of those days, wherein at sundry times 
and in divers manners God was willing more 
visibly^ than afterwards to take the lesson into 
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His own hands, the manner in which draughts 
upon His interposition and omnipotent resources 
were unvaryingly recognised and honoured, if 
offered only with single-hearted trust and perfect 
reliance. 

It needs but to recall the battle with the 
Hagarites wherein the two tribes and a half cried 
to God, who was "intreated of them because 
they put their trust in Him," so that *Hhere 
fell down many slain, because the war was of 
Grod." It needs but to remember the story of 
Asa, who, when Ethiopia's hosts spread out 
before him in innumerable array, " cried unto 
the Lord his God, and said. Lord, it is nothing 
with Thee to help, whether with many or with 
them that have no power : help us, Lord our 
God, for we rest on Thee, and in Thy name we 
go out against this multitude," and who con- 
quered; or, yet further, to read how in a later 
war he ** relied on the king of Syria," and not 
on the Lord, and was put to shame, — ^the prophet 
declaring that **the eyes of the Lord nm to 
and fro throughout the whole earth to show 
Himself strong in the behalf of them whose heart 
is perfect towards Him." It needs but to con- 
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aider the brief record of that last illness, wherein 
we read that "in his disease Asa sought not to 
the Lord but to the physicians;" and that later 
one of Jehoshaphat, who, with the declaration, 
"Our eyes are upon thee, our God," caused 
praise for assured victory to resound in the 
wilderness of Tekoa before the fight, to recognise 
the power of trust. Other memorials there are of 
Hezekiah, who vanquished Assyria with an open 
letter and a prayer ; and of Ezra, who, in the long 
and dangerous journey before him, ** was ashamed 
to require of the king a band of soldiers and horse- 
men to help against the enemy in the way, be- 
cause we had spoken unto the king, saying. The 
hand of our God is upon all them for good that 
seek Him ; but His power and His wrath is against 
all them that forsake Him;" and who, having 
"besought the Lord for this," was able to sum 
up the history of the long four months' journey 
with the memorial that "the hand of our God 
was upon us, and He delivered us from the hand 
of the enemy and of such as lay in wait by the 
way." And it needs, we say, but to review such 
chronicles, and others like them of Nehemiah, 
whose watchword sounded from the rising of the 
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morning till the stars appeared, in the cry, " Our 
God shall fight for us," and of men and women 
of the New Testament who trusted and were 
delivered, — to know the rank awarded to confi- 
dent trust in the estimates of Jehovah. 

" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose 
mind is stayed on Thee, because he trusteth in 
Thee," are words of the psalm yet to be sung 
in the land of Judah, when, from all ends of the 
earth, voices shall swell the responsive chorus, 
** Trust ye in the Lord for ever, for in the 
Lord Jehovah is everlasting strength!" And 
freshly, as if but penned in our own day, soimds 
the brief contrast of confidence and distrust in 
his song concerning them, who beheld in the 
heath of the desert and in the tree planted by 
the waters, distinct emblems of the man trusting 
in man, and the man trusting in the Lord '^ and 
whose hope the Lord is."* And the prophet 
freshly, even as for our own instruction, esta- 
blishes the connexion between trustfulness and 
fruitfulness in the similitude of the nourished of the 
waters which " shall not be careful in the year of 
drought, neither shall cease from yielding fruit." 
* Jer. xvii. 6. 

D 



34 Wayside PUlara. 

But the New Testament translation of the 
inspired declaration concerning his perfect peace 
whose mind is stayed on Grod, conveys yet more 
tenderly, and in all its fulness, that established 
ground of confidence foreshown, yet not revealed, 
in the prophecy of the coming Seed and in the 
ladder of glory at Bethel. " Be careful for no- 
thing, but in everything by prayer and supplica- 
tion with thanksgiving let your requests be made 
known unto Grod. And the peace of God which 
passeth all understanding shall keep your hearts 
and minds through Christ Jesus." 

How shall not Christians trust! we exclaim, 
as we contemplate the mighty pledge of perfect 
love contained in the words "through Christ 
Jesus." Through Him who has made the lilies 
of the field and the sparrows of the housetop and 
the ravens of the air, yea, and the very hairs of 
our head to proclaim continually His will that we 
should trust Him for all things ; through Him who, 
pointing to the print of the nails in His hands 
and in His feet, bends over us with the undying 
words "As the Father hath loved me, even so 
have I loved you." 

It may be that in considering the embarka- 
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tion on a new life which is to be an apprentice- 
ship in trust, we have dwelt upon its first 
tremulous experiment at an unnecessary length. 
Yet, holding as we do that degrees of spiritual 
attainment register themselves in the firmness 
and constancy of trust, that the word is now 
being made good, ** Whoso trusteth in the Lord, 
happy is he," that nothing but unqualified and 
intrepid trust will be found to bear up the soul 
in suflFering and in action, we have not un- 
willingly delayed to ponder its signification. 
First plighted beside the Bethel-pillar, and to 
be renewed at each fresh station of the way, 
not the *'if the Lord will be with me," of its 
first growth/ but the progressive advancement of 
fresh experiences are, even as by the Psalmist 
of old, to be sounded forth in songs of the 
pilgi-image : — 

"Mine eyes are unto thee Grod the Lord; 
in thee is my trust, leave not my soul destitute." 

"0 how great is Thy goodness which Thou 
hast laid up for them that fear Thee, which Thou 
hast wrought for them that trust in Thee before 
the sons of men 1 Thou shalt hide them in the 
secret of Thy presence from the pride of man ; 
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Thou shalt keep them secretly in a pavilion from 
the strife of tongues." 

"From the end of the earth will I cry 
unto Thee when my heart is overwhelmed; lead 
me to the rock that is higher than I. For 
Thou hast been a shelter for me and a strong 
tower from the enemy. I will abide in Thy 
tabernacle for ever; I will trust in the covert 
of Thy wings." 

And it is because the daily exercise of definite 
and direct trust in a present Grod, involves, of neces- 
sity, a life of consistency therewith, which again re- 
acts to strengthen the habit of confidence, — it is 
because trust must be the consequence of personal 
intimacy and communion with Him, and, in its 
turn, must result in the closening of that intimacy 
and in the deepening of that communion, that we 
would dwell upon its attainment as that which 
most dignifies while it most sweetens the ordinary 
ways of life. For we hold it impossible that his 
walk shall be careless and unguarded, who, of 
necessity brings to Grod each confidence and each 
circumstance of his every-day life; while we 
equally hold it impossible that a life so main- 
tained shall not be rich in answered prayers and 
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in realized providences continually resulting in 
closer communion and in the joys of the heart 
fixed, trusting in the Lord. 

We believe that most of us think little of 
the extent to which daily efforts and acquire- 
ments in tanist glorify the monotonies of homely 
and uneventful lives. For it is easier in the 
simshines and storms of marked Providences to 
discern the interposition of an unseen Hand, than 
in the dead calms of life, in years of grey and 
seldom-ruffled quiet, when day succeeds day with 
uniform aspect, and the spirit within becomes im- 
patient of the sameness and weariness of its orbit, 
and sighs for effort, enterprise, work — almost, even, 
for adversity — if there might but be more clearly 
made manifest special remembrance, peculiar 
thought concerning its difficulties and its needs 
on the part of the Lord Most High. And those 
who raise such lives to the high rank of conse- 
crated lives, and who make each day a holy day 
by fresh exercises of child-like trust — by fresh 
experiments, if we may so call them, in the efficacy 
of casting all care on Him who careth for us — 
shall meet for response to their confident exclama- 
tion " My soul trusteth in Thee ; in the shadow 
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of Thy wings will I make my refuge," a blessing 
of olden time wherein trust is recognized as high 
service: "The Lord recompense thy work; and 
a fiill reward be given thee of the Lord Grod 
of Israel under whose wings Thou art come to 
trust." 

" The Lord is good : a stronghold in the day 
of trouble, and He knoweth them which trust 
in Him." Thus, in the midst of a dark and 
stormy prophecy, does light break in for them 
that believe. And such will be their expe- 
rience who in the first days of faith, and with 
an untried path dimly revealed before them, cried 
" If the Lord will be with me, and will keep me 
in this way that I go, and will give me bread 
to eat and raiment to put on, so that I come 
again to my Father's house in peace, so shall 
the Lord be my God." 

"My Father's house!" For upon self-dedi- 
cation, upon the first plight of trust in the place 
of first communion with God, follows a burst 
of anticipation, with assured possession, of the 
many mansions which await the journey's end. 
The sudden throb of an unspeakable joy, the 
sudden rush of an unutterable hope, the sudden 
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realization of a pledged entrance into the joys 
of the land very far oflF, for a while compel 
the difficulties and warfare of the commencing 
pilgrimage to dwindle into insignificance, and 
to be dismissed as trifles of the passage territory 
swallowed up in the great and sure future. There 
is not unseldom a refraction of the spiritual 
atmosphere whereby, from the starting-point of 
the new life, the golden towers of the longed-for 
City are brought into view. There is not un- 
seldom, in the first glad appropriation of the 
" all things are yours " of adoption, an overlook- 
ing of the inclusion therein of the sufferings of 
Christ which must be accepted with the hope of 
the glory that shall follow. To the soldier's first 
enlistment belongs the bounty-money; to the 
Christian's first entrance into covenant, the pro- 
mises of fellowship, support, protection, home, in 
all the freshness of first realization. 

So that placing stone upon stone he may go 
forth, sharing with Israel the adoption and, the 
glory and the covenants, and without fear for the 
unknown way. The memorial pillar which has 
been set up shall be for ever a remembrance 
of a revelation whereof the world knows not, 
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of his own secret and the Lord's. It is the one 
monument of life wherewith no earthly sorrow 
may intermingle — the record to which, in all 
future seasons of doubt and anxiety, his heart 
may turn as to the very witness of his calling. 
Yes, he must go forth now. The vision has 
passed away. The morning sun has risen on his 
path. The outer world is as it was — he only is 
changed. For the Holy Grhost has come upon 
him, and the power of the Highest has over- 
shadowed him: and while he inscribes upon the 
memorial stone of his first acquaintance with 
Grod the indelible record " Surely the Lord was 
in this place," he carries thence the promise of 
adoption, "Behold I am with thee: and I will 
not leave thee until I have done that which I 
have spoken to thee of." 

Like Israel of old, whose way brought him to 
the land of the children of the east, his path 
may lie among a strange people, his course may 
lead through many an imfriendly territory. But 
he is homeward bound : and whether toil, suffer- 
ing, weariness, or success attend his steps, they 
shall only minister as God's messengers to the 
inheritor of the kingdom, until, not only in 
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vision and by faith, but in full fruition and by 
right, he shall enter within the gates, and hear 
the song of exceeding gladness welcoming him 
for ever within the stately halls of the Father's 
house. 




SONGS OF THE WAY. 




SONGS OF THE WAY. 

' If any man will come after me, let him deny himself and 
take up his cross daily, and follow me." 

" The night cometh." 

|IA Crucis, Via Lucis:* 
Unto Thee, the Crucified, 
We our pilgrim way confide ; 
Thou who slumberest not nor sleepest. 
But Thy watch unchanging keepest. 
Be our Light at even-tide. 

Via Crucis, Via Lucis : 

Men of one high brotherhood. 
Warriors, not with flesh and blood. 

By this cross, of life the token, * 

By a covenant imbroken. 

Fight the fight of Christ and God. 

* Latin motto of the early Church. 
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Via Crucis, Via Lucis : 

Ye who, treading paths obscure. 

Well and faithfully endure. 
Hear His word who knows each trial, 
Secret care and self-denial, 

Saying, " Blessed are the pure 1" 

Via Crucis, Via Lucis : 

Not for us earth's dazzling glare 
Who the Master's conflict share ; 
Who in lowly contemplation 
Find beneath His cross our station : — 
Ours the vigil, ours the pray'r. 

Via Crucis, via Lucis : 

Ambush'd foes about us lie, 

Jesu, grant us victory I 
Once in dark and awful hour 
Thou didst quell the tempter's power ; 
^We are weak, but Thou art nigh. 

Via Crucis, Via Lucis : 

Through the night-watch chill and damp 
Let the virgin trim her lamp. 
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Till the suD, the east adorning. 
And the waking of the morning 
Call us forth without the camp. 

Via Crucis, Via Lucis : 

Then the glory, now the fight — 
Now the darkness, then the light : 

Lord that we, through Thy great merit. 

This salvation may inherit. 
Keep us faithful in Thy sight. 



" For Thy name's sake lead me and guide me.' 

JHOU who wast before me 
In the path I tread. 
Thou who bendest o'er me, 

Eisen from the dead ; 
As a true believer 

In the Crucified, 
Keep me Thine for ever. 
Clinging to Thy side. 
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Through each perplexing path of Kfe 
Our wandering footsteps guide ; 

Give us each day our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide. 

spread Thy covering wings around 
Till all our wanderings cease. 

And at our Father's loved abode 
Our souls arrive in peace. 

Such blessings from Thy gracious hand 
Our humble prayers implore ; 

And Thou shalt be our chosen God, 
And portion evermore. 

Scotch Paraphrase. 



" My Beloved is mine and I am His." 

JONG did I toil, and knew no earthly rest ; 
Far did I rove, and knew no certain home ; 
At last I sought them in His sheltering breast. 

Who opes His arms, and bids the weary come : 
With Him I foimd a home, a rest divine ; 
And I since then am His, and He is mine. 
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Yes : He is mine I and nought of earthly things. 
Not all the charms of pleasure, wealth or power. 

The fame of heroes, or the pomp of kings, 
Could tempt me to forego His love an hour. 

Go, worthless world, I cry with all that's thine 1 

Go, I my Saviour's am, and He is mine. 

The good I have is from His stores supplied ; 

The ill is only what He deems the best ; 
He for my Friend, I'm rich with nought beside : 

And poor without Him, though of all possest : 
Changes may come : I take or I resign : 
Content while I am His and He is mine. 

Whate'er may change, in Him no change is seen, 
A glorious sun that wanes not nor declines ; 

Above the clouds and storms He walks serene. 
And ever faithful on His people shines. 

All may depart ; I fret not nor repine 

While I my Saviour's am and He is mine. 

He stays me falling, lifts me up when down. 
Reclaims me wandering, guards from every foe. 

Plants on my worthless brow the victor's crown 
Which, in return, before His feet I throw. 
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Grieved that I cannot better grace His shrine. 
Who deigns to own me His, as He is mine. 

While here, alas ! I know but half His love ; 

But half discern Him and but half adore ; 
But when I meet Him in the realms above 

I hope to love Him better — praise Him more. 
And feel and tell amid the choir divine 
How fully I am His and He is mine. 

Rev. H. Lyte. 



'* Consider Him that endured such contradiction of sinners 
against Himself, lest ye be wearied and faint in your minds." 

JOW many, might they hear their Saviour's voice 
Requiring for His own their loved and best, 
Would hail such gracious summons, and rejoice 
To yield their all at that dear Lord's behest. 

And many, with those martyr'd saints of old 
Who stood triumphant at the cross and stake, 

As champions in the ranks of Christ enroU'd, 
Would welcome death, were it for Jesu's sake. 
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'* Oh Lord," they say, " our life, our spirit's powers. 
Our wealth, our all, yea, more than all is Thine ; 

Take of Thine own ; if still Thy love be ours. 
All else to Thee we joyfully resign." 

Yet oft the same who, at their Lord's command. 
Would tread the path of woe all undismay'd. 

Are sore perplex'd, and sorrowfully stand 
If one small blossom of life's pleasures fade. 

Some word of light rebuke, some trivial loss. 

Will cloud their sunshine and obscure their light ; 

And heirs of God, and children of the cross 
Will lose the path of faith for that of sight. 

.Not by the death alone, but by the life 

Of our Lord Christ ; and by the wrong, the scorn. 
The daily mead of sorrow and of strife 

For you, troubled ones, so meekly borne, 

Learn in each lesser pain, in trivial cares 

Sent by His hand the wayward heart to prove. 

To say, " Thy will be done ;" since Jesus shares 
Each lightest W9e, and gilds it with His love. 



11. PARTING. 



" And Jacob took a stone, and set it up for a pillar. And 
Jacob said unto his brethren, Gather stones; and they took 

stones, and made an heap And Laban said, This heap 

is a witness between me and thee this day. Therefore was the 
name of it called Galeed ; and Mizpah ; for he said, The Lord 
watch between me and thee, when we are absent one from 
another." — Gen. xxxi. 46-49. 




PARTING, 




T stood east of Jordan, on the breezy 
heights of Grilead, the memorial of a 
family parting and of a farewell-cove- 
nant. Once more we read that *' Jacob took a 
stone and set it up for a pillar." He had done 
so before at Bethel ; now twenty years have 
passed away, and he is at Mizpah. 

As previously intimated, our design does not 
lead us to dwell on Israel's history further than 
to discern therein a shewing forth of our own. 
Chapters in life are even now most frequently 
marked by partings; and a long chapter in his 
life lay between Bethel and Mizpah. It had 
been a chequered story. Love and disappoint- 
ment, hardship and success, trials and prosperity 
had been closely interwoven in that twenty years 
experience. But the hour of separation had come. 
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and the remembrances of wrongs and slights seem 
to have been swallowed up in the realization that 
another sunset would behold a family severed, 
and that converse was now held between him and 
his brethren for the last time. Thoughts of the 
close ties which united him to those from whom 
he was bearing off daughters and sisters, seem to 
have been more present to his mind than me- 
mories of wrong and injustice. Thoughts of sepa- 
ration appear in that hour to have softened down 
feelings of resentment for past injuries. Such 
feelings had prompted him to fly from Haran* 
lest hi^ homeward journey should be impeded. 
Now a covenant tie was to unite him with those 
from whom he was preparing to part for ever ; 
and he raised once more a memorial pillar, and 
his brethren placed stones around it, and the 
watch-tower was consecrated with sacrifice and 
with eating of bread and with farewell words : — 

f 41though any detailed geographical notice would be 
foreign to our purpose, it is impossible to avoid drawing 
passing attention to the recent identification of the Haran 
of Abram*s and JacoVs histories with the town still bear- 
ing that name situated fourteen miles east of Damascus. 
Dr. Beke's arguments to this effect are, we think, conclusive. 
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^ The Lord watch between me and thee while we 
are absent the one from the other." 

*^And early in the morning Laban rose up, 
and kissed his sons and his daughte^rs^ and blessed 
th^m : and Ljib^m depa,Ffced and returned unto 
his place." 

A watch-tower to witness on the lonely 
height that, however firm the hill-rampart, how- 
ever great th^ distan<?e which should separate 
between them, one Eye looked forth on the 
Syrian among his sheep-folds at Haran, and on 
the Patriarch encamping once more within the 
boundaries of his fathers' land. A watch-tower 
which, pointing heaven-ward, would for ever 
appeal to Him before whom the parting cove- 
nant was ratified, and be a, testimony to future 
generations that upon that mount the God of 
Abraham had been invoked to consecrate the 
hour of separation, and to hold in His eternal 
keeping the severed threads of life-histories, one 
no longer. 

A watch-tower, to stand there in its silent 
isolation, while men should live and die under 
the shadow of the hills. Beneath the hot suns 
of those fervent skies, amid the whirlwinds of the 
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winter storms, sheltering for their brief life of 
thanksgiving the summer flowers springing up 
"where no man is" to illuminate the page of 
history engraven on the stones of Mizpah, — 
firmly and unshaken it would stand, the enduring 
memorial of an indelible farewell. * 

Few there are of those who have allowed 
themselves time to love, but have, treasured away 
in a hidden yet often visited chamber of memory, 
the vision of some spot for them as indelibly 
and for ever stamped as the place of parting. 
And while not a few farewell remembrances 
throng to the recollection in considering this 
subject, it will be found that in many, we 
might, perhaps, say in most histories, one such 
scene stands out as emphatically the parting of 
one's life — the Mizpah where the heart's me- 
morial pillar has been raised with the inscription 
engraven thereon, "The Lord watch between 
me and thee while we are absent the one from 
the other." 

For as in the life of the Patriarch of old, 
so with us also, the heart's deeper associations 
intertwine not around the monuments of pros- 
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perity and success or even of those great changes 
of fortune which alter the outer current and sur- 
face of one's life. These, built up visibly in the 
sight of other men, may invite glad and con- 
gratulatory attention; and surveying them we 
are content. But looking back on some fortu- 
nate achievement, some unexpected success, there 
is little tenderness in the retrospect, until the 
remembrance of the hand that was then clasped 
in ours and of the eyes that then beamed with 
sympathetic gladness comes before us ; and with 
the realization that we see them no more, our 
thoughts turn from the contemplation of the 
gladder visions of past days to the farewell spot 
a hundred-fold more closely enshrined in our 
affections. And, in like manner, the yearning 
recollections of family joys and past reunions 
which the return of anniversaries and the re- 
visiting of familiar scenes and the sound of 
some old strain of song bring to our hearts, 
acquire their intensity and their sacredness from 
the ftirther memory of the place which retains 
for us and for them, and for none others, the 
associations of last words and last looks, as defi- 
nitely and truly as the lonely pillar which stood 
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with its grey stones around it, holding fast its tra- 
dition on the boundary -heights of Gilead. 

The parting of one's life ! Our Mizpah 1 
Strangely various are the pictures which c6me 
to different minds at the mention of that word. 
And still more strange the thought that in oilr 
common every-day comings and goings, we hurry 
carelessly past full many a spot thus consecrated 
in the memories of others concerning whom we 
know nothing. 

It may be that this garden-gate, which to you 
and me is nothing more, dwells in the recollection 
of some far-distant ones, encircled with all such 
associations. Beside it stood, perchance, father, 
mother, brethren. Upon it, some little one was 
supported, and waved farewells which it scarcely 
understood. Around it, last words were spoken, 
last embraces interchanged. Every shrub, every 
smallest feature of this site is in some heart 
sacredly enshrined. We heedlessly follow the 
path which bends out of sight, and dream not 
that at this turn of the road the severance was 
completed which made this place Mizpah, or that 
in the day which gave it that name it was chris- 
tened with parting tears. 
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Or it may be that towards the sea-shore 
which we are heedlessly treading distant hearts 
are turning with the yearning unspeakable of 
farewell memories. That here the little foot of 
water separating friend from friend, brother from 
sister, parent from son, widened into the great gulf 
of pathless distance ; that here children Wondered 
why words of good-bye need be spoken seeing 
that they were so sad, and said within themselves 
that when they should be grown up and their own 
masters they would never p^rt ; that from hence 
some turned away exclaiming in the first numb 
anguish of separation, "Surely the bitterness of 
death is past." And in their ears, the rise and 
fall of the wave to which thousands passing by 
give little heed, would seem to be repeating over 
and over, and for them only, the history of that 
parting, and faintly to echo the longing cry " The 
Lord watch between me and thee." 

I have sometimes thought the same in mark- 
ing at some way-side station a little company 
evidently gathered together for wishing God-speed 
to one going forth from among them. There is 
generally on such occasions an absence of demon- 
strative grief. Many eyes are looking on with 
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careless, unsympathetic glance. There is nothing 
to soften those last moments in the business-like 
hurry and regularity of the departure, or in the 
necessary despatch and abrupt termination of 
farewells. But you may yet know that this is 
a life-parting — that underneath that **Keep up 
heart mother — ^I'll be sure and write to you," and 
beyond that apparently careless "I wonder what 
the children will be like when I see them again," 
there is a sob which can hardly be kept down; — 
you may see that those few tears which have welled 
up slowly, but which yet will not be restrained, 
come from too deep a source to be unlocked by 
any mere surface grief, as the ** God bless you" 
of condensed emotion follows the already retreat- 
ing form of the traveller. Perhaps a flower or two 
from the home-garden, borne away with an un- 
expressed idea of their supplying a last link, how- 
ever frail, with the old familiar life left behind for 
ever, are held up with answering gesture. And 
you look back for a moment, ere passing com- 
pletely out of sight, and see that the barriers of 
self-restraint have broken down now, and that 
those who are once more turning slowly towards the 
homeward path which they must tread alone, have 
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consigned away from them one whose Kfe was 
bound up in their own. And the thought that 
many such scenes daily take place on the right 
hand and on the left, in no degree lessens the im- 
pulse of sympathy which leads you to ponder for 
a while the farewells by the way. 

In our days of much journeying to and fro, 
these are of necessity accepted as among the 
ordinary probabilities of life. But the heart- 
strings quiver not less sensitively at the thought 
of such sunderings because they belong to the 
lot of others also. The vacant place speaks 
not the less appealingly because of vacant places 
in other homes. Partings may have little now of 
the solemn ceremonial with which they were in- 
vested in those ancient times when families and 
tribes ordinarily lived and died together, and 
when departures from amongst them were things 
of rare occurrence. Yet around us and in our 
midst, even in these days of hurry and of mani- 
fold comings and goings, there are not wanting 
many for whom the noisy and unvarying circum- 
stances of travel are only as the camels and trains 
of cattle, and pitching of tents, and change of 
march in that eastern parting of long ago — ac- 

F 
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cessories leaving untouched the fact of separation ; 
there are not lacking those who, unseen, conse- 
crate, as Mizpah memorial-places, crowded plat- 
forms and thronged wharves with the unspoken 
prayer, "The Lord watch between me and thee 
while we are absent the one from the other." 

This is the greeting condensed in our English 
good-b'ye — "God be with ye;" as if petrified 
into our very language were the recognition of 
the heart's true resource being at such times in 
One who changeth not. And even among many 
who know not the full measure of consolation 
stored up in that farewell, there is verbal ac- 
knowledgment, at least, of there being found in 
Him, only, the ultimate refuge for those who 
would commend each other to a stronger keeping 
than their own. 

A farewell scene of the New Testament almost 
insensibly places itself before us in contrast with 
the Mizpah tradition of the Old. 

Well nigh two thousand years have passed 
away, and sailing by the shores of the Mge-du sea 
we behold the ambassador of His kingdom who, 
the descendant and promised Seed of the patriarch 
of yore, has raised a fallen to the rank of a re- 



Parting. 67 

deemed world. In the harbour of Miletus the 
vessel's course is stayed. " From hence Paul 
sent to Ephesus, and called the elders of the 
Church " — that Church which, amid a great fight 
of afflictions, he had built up among them but 
a little while before; — and obedient to his sum- 
mons, they hurry to meet him, albeit that they 
meet but to part again. 

Then were last words spoken such as had 
never before sounded on the shore of the blue 
iEgean. For these men had been bound the one 
to the other by a bond closer than that of kinship. 
A little company set for the defence of the Gospel 
in an idolatrous and hostile city, they were imited 
by the ties of a common faith, a common danger, 
and a common cause; and to the Apostle, in 
that they owed unto him even their own selves 
besides. And now the presence that had for 
three years been among tiiem to help, encourage 
and strengthen, was with them again. The voice 
which had awakened and instructed, warned 
and guided, sounded once more in their ears ; 
and we may well imagine that drooping spirits 
were raised, and wavering hearts confirmed, when 
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the defender of the faith gathered them around 
him as in former days had been his wont. 

Yet it was for the last time. *' Now, behold 
I go bound in the spirit unto Jerusalem, not 
knowing the things that shall befall me there; 
save that the Holy Ghost witnesseth in every 
city, saying that bonds and afflictions abide me. 
But none of these things move me, neither count 
I my life dear unto myself, so that I might finish 
my course with joy, and the ministry which I 
have received of the Lord Jesus, to testify the 
gospel of the grace of God." 

*^ And now, behold, I know that ye all, among 
whom I have gone preaching the kingdom of 
God, shall see my face no more." 

" Ye shall see my face no more ! " Ah, was 
it not now that the sudden pang which the cer- 
tainty of a life*flong farewell brings to the soul, 
bowed down the', hearts of the Ephesian elders ? 
Was it not now ithat there arose within each 
breast the hoping Bgainst hope for some miti- 
gation of that certaiiity, which is still the fashion 
of our fond hearts ? While the calm, unflinch- 
ing words of the Apostle refused existence to 
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such hope, and the vessel that should bear him 
from them reposed placidly before their eyes 
on the waters of the bay. For there was no 
doubting that these words meant farewell. This 
solemn charge to faithfulness, this prediction of 
troublous days for the Church, this repetition of 
the Master's " Watchy'* this resignation of the 
Apostolic charge among them, with an appeal 
concerning his conversation while he had dwelt 
at Ephesus like unto that of the prophet of Eamah 
when resigning his government to another, — *' for 
the last time " was in all these sayings. 

It must come to it now. The wind is favour- 
able; the day is advancing; the ship is awaiting 
her passengers; the Good-bye has already been 
spoken — ** I commend you to God and the word 
of His grace" — and His name has been said in 
the bond of whose covenant they part. 

Yet not so soon. That covenant is sealed 
once more. Say, shall not the Mizpah pillar be 
raised on the water's edge where a farewell more 
sacred than that of the old patriarchal day is 
consecrated with prayers and tears, and by the 
presence of the Lord ? The solitary heights of 
Gilead have faded into the lone sea-shore of 
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iEgea; and for the trains of camels laden for 
the journey, there is the eastward-bound bark 
loosening her sails to the light spring breeze; 
and for the far-stretching plains dominated by 
the " watch-tower " on the mountain-top, the blue 
horizon of the western sea ; and for the patriarch 
and his northern kinsmen, and the women and 
children of his train, the little company of dis- 
ciples kneeling on the shelving beach; and for 
the solemn covenant and farewell feast of the 
Old-Testament story, the prayer in Christ's name 
of the New Testament. Here is a sundering 
of heart from heart going deeper than that beside 
the hill-cairn of Galeed; for the last moment 
has come; the "must be'' of parting makes 
itself heard. " And they all wept sore, and fell 
on Paul's neck, and kissed him, sorrowing most 
of all for the words which he spake that they 
should see his face no more. And they accom- 
panied him unto the ship." 

After all, it is by those who stay, more than 
by those who go forth from them, that the chief 
bitterness of such seasons is experienced. It was 
harder for the men of Ephesus to retrace their 
steps beside the winding Meander and along the 
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steep mountain-ridges of Mycale, and to take up 
the next day's work in the streets of the city, with 
the thought that he, their father in the faith, 
would never more cheer them on by his presence 
or direct them by his counsel, than for him, the 
champion of the great cause, standing there at 
the stem of the vessel, to watch the fading shores 
of the well-known coast, and to commend them 
over again to One who stood beside him and 
strengthened him, and then, turning towards the 
land whither he was bound not knowing the 
things that should await him there, to resolve 
and to *^ fortify his power mightily " for the tes- 
timony which he should render to the truth. 

Yes, and because of the power of association 
within us, it is even so now. For those who re- 
main, who revisit the empty chamber, who survey 
its disused contents, who miss the well-known 
footfall on the floors, who hearken in vain for the 
familiar voice in the family choir, who look round 
to the vacant place in the house of the Lord, 
who hear the children's prattling reminiscences 
of one for whom they can feel but the transient 
regrets of childhood, who regard every plant and 
tree and garden-walk as associated with inter- 
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changes of thought and feeling now among things 
of the past, — for these is the place of parting, 
the Mizpah of the farewell covenant, fraught with 
a keener anguish than for those others who, with a 
mission to fulfil, a life-work before them, and new 
and untried schemes in prospect, yet look back 
yearningly, to the hour when ^Hhe Lord watch 
between me and thee " was the expression which 
alone could find utterance from their lips. 

And it is because of its recognition of this 
sore pain of parting that we have dwelt on the 
passage of New Testament history before us. 
There is comfort in such recognition — comfort 
in the reflection that those who possessed all the 
consolations of the better covenant yet wept on 
Paul's neck, and sorrowed most of all for the 
words which he spake that they should see his 
face no more. 

For in first days of separation, it full often 
happens that such consolations of God are 
" small within us," that the heart refuses solace, 
that the ordinary expressions of sentiments at- 
tendant on Christian farewells concerning a meeting 
at a throne of grace, separation in presence not in 
heart, union in an unseen Saviour, re-union above. 
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though accepted and acknowledged as authorized 
and oft realized grounds of relief, are yet judged 
in the innermost soul to be but dry channels through 
which the full tide of present comfort refuses to 
flow. We kneel in the secrecy of our chamber, 
and cry unto the Lord, the Friend that sticketh 
closer than a brother, the Eedeemer whom we 
love; and yet, it may be, experience on arising 
and going forth into the almost oppressively 
familiar paths of life, a fresh grief in that we 
find not in the realization of that unseen Pre- 
sence a full compensation for all that we have lost. 
Are we His, we say, and yet know not to find in 
His nearness a sufficiency of joy to overmatch our 
grief of parting ? Is our hope of heaven at last 
sure and certain, and yet cry we that the way is 
long, and our hearts are weary, and we cannot 
wait ? Do we behold on every side tokens of His 
care. His provision. His goodness towards us, and 
yet reftise consolation, thinking it sufficient if we 
tender resignation? Such, we exclaim, are dis- 
positions which consist not rightly with our pro- 
fession of finding our all in Him ; and the added 
grief of self-reproach mingles with the regrets 
which will not be lightened. 
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And there is yet a keener farewell anguish 
than all that we have pictured — that when the 
Mizpah-pillar has been set up on our side only, 
when the grief of separation is unshared, and the 
belief that heart meets heart in the community of 
remembrance is denied — a sore pain and bitter- 
ness of soul which throws the weary and heavy- 
laden more completely than ever on the heart of 
an invisible Saviour for sympathy and consolation. 

At such moments, let us turn to the history 
of another parting; a history touching us more 
nearly than any of which we have made mention ; 
a parting whereof the glory has streamed down to 
these latter days, and whereof the consolations are 
even now fresh and inexhaustible as when the 
cloud-chariot bore a risen Lord to the entrance 
of the golden gates, and the King put on His 
glorious apparel after the travail of His soul had 
been accomplished. 

He had led them out — His few disciples — 
as far as to Bethany; He, their Master, their 
Eedeemer, their Friend. And He had left them, 
not to the smiles and solaces of a friendly world, 
but with a legacy of foretold sorrow, with "In 
the wotld ye shall have tribulation," and "Ye 
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shall be hated of all men for My name's 
sake," and "He that killeth you shall think he 
doeth God service," as farewell promises to be 
fulfilled when He should be parted from them. 
He had left them with the Articles of war in 
one hand and the Grospel of peace in the other. 
He had left them after all the close intimacy 
and daily support, which had been their's while 
He with miraculous Presence had been among 
them; and the cloud had received Him out of 
their sight. And now on the slope of Mount 
Olivet, they paused and gazed upwards, and in 
heart ascended thither where He had ascended 
and was set down at the right hand of God. 
And then, when angels, ministers of His who 
do His pleasure, had been sent forth from the 
throng still engaged in singing the anthem of 
welcome before their returned Lord, to execute 
His commission on the earth of His exile — 
even as though His first care on re-entering 
the glory of the Father were to notify His as- 
sumption to the orphaned band that had been 
with Him in His temptations, — then, when the 
first act of homage and fealty had ascended from 
earth to the enthroned God-man, when for the 
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first time that costly machinery whereby, through 
an ascended Intercessor, prayer is made to enter 
into the ears of the Father, had been found 
eflfectual to convey the tribute of adoration from 
the green hill-side to the unseen land, then, when 
for the first time the Angel of the Covenant 
having the golden censer presented the incense 
through the merits of His finished sacrifice before 
the Throne, — then, when all was still, and the 
vision had passed away, and the life-work and the 
life- warfare were to be taken up in the world 
whence the Lord had departed into a far country 
to take for Himself the investiture of the kingdom, 
they retraced the path wherein He had accom- 
panied them but a few hours before, and wound 
their way beneath the green olives back to the 
city. 

But in what temper, and with what disposi- 
tions ? Their path lay along the road associated 
more than any other with His words, His teach- 
ings. His presence. The fig-tree in its decay 
still told the tale of His miraculous power. The 
vine by the way-side reminded them of His dis- 
course wherein He had revealed Himself as the 
true Vine wherein we must abide if we would 
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bring forth fruit. The garden whither He had 
oft-times resorted with His disciples, the temple 
courtfl wherein He had exercised His ministry, 
the streets wherein He had done His miracles, 
speaking words such as none other man spake, 
the upper room wherein He had appeared with 
the salutation of the Eesurrection-day " Peace be 
unto you" — perhaps the same upper-room yet 
more tenderly associated with the last supper and 
the last hymn — all these memories interwoven 
with every step and every action of their lives 
must, we should conceive, have rendered the 
heart-desolation of the disciples well nigh over- 
whelming; and we might well imagine that at 
every moment their spirits must have sunk within 
them in that first fresh agony of loneliness. 

Yet in what words is this grief recorded? 

" They returned to Jerusalem with great joy ; 
and were continually in the temple, praising and 
blessing God." 

"Grreat joy!" and their Lord was gone! 
Great joy; and yet the Master no longer trod 
the rough path of the world by their side. Great 
joy ! and yet they were alone as lambs amongst 
wolves in the midst of a crooked and perverse 



78 Wayside Pillars. 

generation. Great joy ; and the voice of praise 
and blessing in the Temple ! 

We confess to having pondered the record 
of these first hours in the history of the Christian 
Church with close and wondering scrutiny; and 
we believe that in such consideration we may 
discern sources of consolation which, in our hours 
of sore loneliness, will be found to fill the heart 
with present comfort ; so that anointing our Miz- 
pah with the oil of joy for mourning, we shall be 
enabled to regard it as a place not only sacred 
to past memories, but holy also unto the Lord. 

For in every particular the joy of the disciples 
is ours who believe. Did the thought of the 
Fiiiished Work lift up their hearts? It is ours 
too ? Did the assurance of the Master's session 
in glory on the right hand of God cause them to 
rejoice for that He had overcome and was set 
down on His Father's throne? Surely we who 
gaze up stedfastly into heaven even now behold 
Him there as truly. Did the thought of His 
intercession stir up their souls to energy in 
prayer such as in the days of a typified but as 
yet unrevealed Saviour they had not known ? 
That intercession is ours even as it was theirs. 
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Did the thought of a work and a mission in His 
name cause their hearts to beat with resolves 
and purposes of high emprize ? *' To every man " 
has been in like manner a work given for the 
Lord, Did the promise of a coming Comforter 
excite longing expectations, and cheer the waiting 
season of prayer and supplication ? We have 
the yet more firmly established ground of support 
in the realization of its fulfilment. 

But there was something beyond all this. 
Deep down in the heart of each one of the 
little company that had as it were attended the 
ascending Monarch to the frontier of His earthly 
realms, was graven the " io, / aTn with you 
alway " of farewell greeting. And they believed 
that word which He spake. They bore it away 
from Olivet as a pledge which He would ever 
own ; and so they rejoiced. For them, in those 
days after He was taken up, the world was not 
less distracting than to us now. For their prayers 
there was no visible opening of the heavens, no 
outward assurance of acceptation such as we 
now so yearningly desire. In their ears the voice 
sounded not which had guided and taught them 
in all those streets of Jerusalem — the voice which 
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we so fain would hear. But they knew that He 
was there — that He was with them, encompassing 
them with His love, invisibly breathing peace 
around them, fulfilling His words which He spake 
while He was yet with them ; and they rejoiced, 
and praised God in the Temple, and walked aa 
seeing Him who is invisible, and so were blessed. 

Were blessed with the blessing of those who 
had seen and had believed — not with the highest 
blessing bestowed on those who have not seen and 
yet have believed. This is ours, to whom also 
the Lord saith " Lo, I am with you alway." 

And this is the thought that we would bring 
before those of His children who ^' weep sore for 
him that goeth away," and who have raised the 
memorial pillar of farewell, and are lonely in 
heart and will not be comforted. To them we 
would say. Fetch your consolation from the 
Mount of Olives. Expect Him who comforteth 
those that be cast down to make good His word 
unto His servant. Cast your whole weight on the 
" Lo, I am with you alway " which bore up the 
hearts of the Apostles. Seek to acquaint your- 
self more intimately with the Friend closer than 
a brother. Try the experiment, if we may use 
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such an expression, of awaiting from Him com- 
panionship, sympathy, partnership, support. It 
is not the habit of the heart to do so fully. It 
is a process requiring a high exercise of faith. 
It requires that we should look to Him altogether 
for comfort, while by nature we look to Him and 
to other friendships and new attachments for the 
joint supply thereof. Yet even in our day, as 
truly as in that when from among the humble 
homes of Bethany the Anointed One arose to the 
house of His Father, is that promise realised 
and made good. Even now is it acknowledged by 
those who have proved it, to be no mere general 
and vague utterance of a past age whereof the 
virtue haa died out, but to be a present living 
reality. 

In no instance do we find an example more 
to our purpose than his in whom the signs of an 
apostle were not wanting, the missionary and true 
knight of the Cross — Henry Martyn. Dedicated 
to foreign service in the army of God, he was 
called to bid farewell to the academic honours, 
the beloved friends, and the home associations 
of his life. The struggle was one of intense 
anguish. 
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" On the 8th of July," writes his biographer, 
'^Mr. Martyn left London for Portsmouth; and 
such was the acuteness of his feelings during 
this journey, that he fainted and fell into a con- 
vulsive fit at the inn at which he slept on the 
road. . . . His prayer on the day he expected 
finally to quit the shores of England, will not 
easily be forgotten by those who bowed their 
knees together with him to the God and Father 
of our Lord Jesus Christ. It ascended to the 
* Lofty One ' from the lowest depths of humilia- 
tion, and breathed the most entire devotedness 
of body, soul, and spirit to His service. . . . Before 
him the horizon was dark around, — not a streak 
of light was visible. He went forth to preach the 
Gospel to the heathen, and it was his fixed resolu- 
tion to live and die among them. When he le& 
England, he left it for Christ's sake, and he left it 
for ever." 

In his farewell to England, however, there 
was to be the admixture of yet more bitter ingre- 
dients in the cup of farewell grief. The fleet was 
detained on the coast of his native Cornwall, 
endeared to him not only by all the tender 
associations of home, but yet more by the 
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presence of one — the dearest to him on earth 
— whom he was to leave for ever. "It would 
have spared him much suflfering," we read, 
"had a storm in the night hurried him past 
his beloved Cornwall." As it was, the delay 
at Falmouth lasted three weeks, during which 
he preached several times in the ship — once 
from the "Lo, I am with you alway" of his 
ascended Lord, which was his one source of 
consolation. 

His final departure was a hurried one. He 
had gone into the country, under the impression 
that the detention of the fleet was to last for some 
time longer ; but was suddenly recalled, and barely 
escaped being left behind. Now it was that the 
keenest anguish of soul was experienced — now 
that the Mizpah of his life was raised with tears 
and prayers, and that he realized that isolation 
of heart which was to throw him wholly on God 
for comfort. 

"At nine in the morning," he informs us, 
*^I was sitting at ease with the person dearest 
to me on earth, intending to go out with her 
afterwards to see different views ; to visit some 
persons with her, and to preach on the morrow : 
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four hours only elapsed, and I was under sail 
from England." 

** When left a little at leisure," his biographer 
writes, "his spirits began to sink. He seemed 
backward alsQ to draw near to Grod : and though, 
when he did so, he found relief, he was still slow 
to flee to the refuge of his weary soul. 

^* Unhappily for him, during the whole of the 
tenth, and for the greater part of the succeeding 
day, Cornwall was still in sight: and who is 
there, endued with the sensibilities of our common 
nature, but must have been subjected to the most 
painful emotions, whilst slowly passing for the 
last time along a coast where every object which 
caught the eye — every headland, every building, 
every wood — served to remind him of endearments 
that were passed and of pleasures that were never 
to be renewed ? 

^^That Apostle who professed that he was 
ready not to be bound only, but even to die at 
Jerusalem, for the name of the Lord Jesus, ex- 
claimed also, 'What mean ye to weep and to 
break my heart?' And he, too, when sailing to 
Eome along the sea of Cilicia, may be well sup- 
posed to have looked mournfully towards the 
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region of his nativity, and to have thought with 
pain of Tarsus. 

*^But Mr. Martyn's own hand shall portray 
his feelings. ^Sunday, August 11. — I rose de- 
jected and extremely weak in body. After simply 
crying to God for mercy and assistance, I preached 
on Heb. xi. 16: "But now they desire a better 
country, that is an heavenly: wherefore God is 
not ashamed to be called their God : for He hath 
prepared for them a city." On repeating the text a 
second time, I could scarcely refrain from bursting 
into tears. For the Mount and St. Hilary spire 
and trees were just discernible by the naked eye 
at the time I began my sermon by saying that 
now the shores of England were receding fast 
from our view, and that we had taken a long 
and, to many of us, an everlasting farewelL . . . 
England had disappeared, and with it all my 
peace. The pains of memory were all I felt. 
Would I go back? nol — but how can I be 
supported ? My faith fails. I find by experience 
that I am as weak as water. my dear friends 
in England! when we spoke with exultation of 
the mission to the heathen, whilst in the midst of 
health and joy and hope, what an imperfect idea 
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did we form of the suflferings by which it must be 
accomplished!' Such were the complainings of 
his spirit, overwhelmed within him. Yet there 
were moments when he could realize the realms 
of glory, and when all earthly things died away in 
insignificance. 

" On the 14th of August, the fleet came to 
anchor in the Cove of Cork; and there, in a 
spiritual sense, Mr. Martyn found that haven 
where he would be; there he discovered that 
heaviness may endure for a night, but joy cometh 
in the morning ; and he who before had felt poor 
and needy, with his heart wounded within him, 
could then say 'I will praise the Lord with my 
mouth. Thanks be to God which causeth us to 
triumph in Christ.' " 

" After a long and blessed season in prayer, I 
felt " he says, " the spirit of adoption drawing me 
very near to God, and giving me the full assurance 
of His love. My fervent prayer was that I might 
be more deeply and habitually convinced of His 
unchanging everlasting love, and that my whole 
soul might be altogether in Christ. I scarcely 
knew how to express the desires of my heart. I 
wanted to be all in Christ, and to have Christ for 
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my all in all, to be encircled in His everlasting 
arms, and to be swallowed up altogether in his 
fulness. I wished for no created good, or for men 
to know my experience, but to be one with Thee 
and live with Thee Grod my Saviour and Lord. 
may it be my constant care to live free from 
the spirit of bondage, at all times having access to 
the Father. This I feel should be the state of the 
Christian ; perfect reconciliation with God, and a 
perfect appropriation of Him in all His endearing 
attributes according to all that He has promised. 
It is this that shall bear me safely through the 
storm. What is this but the happiness intended 
by the Psalmist when he breaks forth in those words 
of sublimity and rapture, " Blessed are the people 
which know the joyful sound ; they shall walk, 
Lord, in the light of Thy countenance. In Thy 
name shall they rejoice all the day, and in Thy 
righteousness shall they be exalted." 

Nor did the monotony of the voyage, the 
absence of sympathy around, the physical de- 
pression which weighed upon him, or the open 
opposition of many to his fulfilment of his mission 
among them, prevail to rob him of this heaven-sent 
support. 
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"It is an inspired declaration," writes the 
biographer, "that they that wait on the Lord 
shall renew their strength;" nor was it long 
before he could aflSx his seal to the truth of this 
testimony. 

*^ In prayer," he says shortly after this, ^' I 
soon launched sweetly into eternity, and found 
joy unspeakable in thinking of my future rest, 
and of the boundless love and joy I should ever 
taste in Christ's beloved presence hereafter. I 
found no diflSculty in stirring myself up to the 
contemplation of heaven. My soul through grace 
realized it, and I delighted to dwell by faith on 
those blissful scenes." 

Such was the experience of Henry Martyn, 
and such has since been the experience of many 
who, like him, have found one of the uses of 
parting to be that of enforcing on the soul the 
necessity of finding its all in the person of a 
present Saviour. 

There is, we are inclined to believe, a danger 
in the familiarity with which this spiritual attitude 
is brought forward in religious conversation. Are 
we wrong in saying that " trusting to Providence 
for support," "looking to God for comfort," are 
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expressions which conveying as they do, if taken 
in their full import, no light degree of experience, 
are uttered too frequently as the conventional 
phrase, attendant on religious condolences and 
the response made to them. 

** Trusting to Providence for support " — a 
sentiment so carelessly expressed — should he 
placed in its true and dignified rank. For it is 
Faith in Grod — the highest exercise of heart and 
intellect whereof man is capable, the noblest at- 
tainment to which he may aspire. 

And a "looking to God for comfort" is the 
children's privilege, the children's yearning ne- 
cessity, and yet that spiritual exercise in which 
they are ofttimes cast down because, perchance, 
seeking to combine earthly solaces with the un- 
mingled waters from the Fresh Spring of con- 
solation. In such a position of the soul there 
is what can seldom be revealed to the nearest and 
dearest; — certainly that which none, knowing it 
from experience, will lightly discuss. 

But it is time that we should turn to the 
second of the great uses of parting. And this 
we hold to be the prospect which it brings be- 
fore us of a land whence we shall go no more 
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out. It was thus with Henry Martyn : it is 
thus now. 

On the summit of the Mount Grilead, tradi- 
tion and a never-dying name still mark the height 
whereon it is probable that the watch-tower was 
erected,* looking backward to the region of the 
patriarch's exile, wanderings, and trials, and for- 
ward, over the Jordan valley, to the fair land of 
Canaan and of his father's house. And shall it 
not be thus with those of us, too, who experience 
the sore loneliness and grief of parting? Shall 
not we, from our Mizpah-pillar, gain the distant 
homeward prospect, and lift up our eyes towards 
our Father's house — towards the land of union 
and re-union — towards the sure inheritance 
whereon we profess that our aflfections are set? 
What though the presentiment that we shall 
never meet again on earth attend the separation 
from our nearest and dearest? Are we not 
homeward-bound ? 

* " One of the most conspicuous peaks in the Gilead 
mountain-range still retains the ancient name, being called 
Jebel Jirad, Mount Qilead. It commands a magnificent 
view over the whole Jordan Valley and the mountains of 
Judah and Ephraim." This site is probably that men- 
tioned in Josh. xiii. 26, and Judg. z. 17. 
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" Never here : Forever there, 
Where all parting and pain and care 
And time and death shall disappear, 
Forever there, but never here 1 
The horologe of eternity 
Sayeth this incessantly. 
Forever, never 1 Never, forever!" 

Then let thy Mizpah, weary-hearted pilgrim, 
be consecrated with trust and with prayer as the 
memorial of thy Lord's watch between thee and 
thy departing ones. Thence thou mayest look 
back over past years of companionship — forward 
on future pilgrimage alone. But the watch ex- 
tends to thee as well as to them, and thou art 
not alone. Trust intrepidly to a Saviour with 
a human heart and with human sympathies ; and 
assure thyself that He will represent to thee, if 
thou but wait on Him, more than all that thou 
hast lost. And go forwsgrd if it must be, without 
earthly companionship, from this thy memorial- 
pillar. It but marks another stage on the way 
home. The hand once clasped in thine is now 
no longer there. The voice that has only seemed 
like the echo of thine own, no longer sounds in 
thine ear. But a tenderer voice shall ere long 
whisper that thou art but advancing from parting 
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to meeting — from farewell to greeting: — that 
though still thy heart be sad and sore within 
thee, and the way be still stretching itself out 
far into the distance, thou shalt taste more folly 
than ever of an undying love, and experience 
daily, if only thou wilt, the satisfying companion- 
ship of Him who inscribes on each Mizpah 
memorial raised by His redeemed, the ineffaceable 
inscription — 

" LO, / AM WITH YOU ALWAY." 




SONGS OF PARTING. 




SONGS OF PARTING. 

" Though I be absent in the flesh, yet am I with you 
in the spirit." 

WANDEE forth upon the hill 
Where we two, thinking of the past. 
Stood, fearful of farewells, and still ; 
Deeming each word might be our last. 



I know thy face, poor wild flower 
Fond clinging to yon bended bough ; 

I mark'd thy presence in that hour. 

And wished that I might cling as thou. 

For I am here alone alone ; 

And would that by some sudden change 
These haunts all too familiar grown 

Might wear an aspect new. and strange. 
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Nor hold me fettered to the past 
With memory's fondly woven chain 

Of other days teo sweet te last, 

And joys which blossom not again. 

Soft broideries of leaf and fern 

Are wrought upon the severed stem ; 

And parted streams meet beck and burn 
From other hills, and sing with them ; 

But not for me does Time's kind art 
O'ersmoothe the sharpness of farewell ; 

Nor voice of song may from my heart 
Those echoes of the past dispel. 

Yet feel I oft, 'mid thoughts that creep 
Upon the heart with chill of death, 

A sudden joy within me leap : — 
They still are one — the one in feith. 

The waters from one parent source 

This mountain-ridge parts east and west; 

Yet in one ocean ends their course : 
We in one love shall meet and rest, — 
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Shall meet and rest when life has fled, 
Knowing what here we knew in part — 

A full communion perfected. 
And changeless unison of heart. 



" Taken from you for a short time, in presence, not in heart." • 

ilNCE more farewell I 

We are still with the hush ef our last greeting 
And our hearts with the parting throb are beating ; 
And but faintly falls the murmured hope of meeting : 
For a little while farewell. 

Once more farewell 1 
The fading form no longer we discover ; 
The days of our unparted life are over ; 
Their mem'ries as their shadows round us hover — 
For a little while farewell. 

Once more farewell ! 
The threads of our life-histories divided 

To the keeping of our Father are confided : 
He holds them by whose counsel we are guided : 
For a little while farewell. 

H 
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Once more farewell ! 
Till we meet in the fulness of the blessing, 
Till we meet the inheritance possessing, 
Till we meet, all His faithfulness confessing, 

For a little while farewell ! 



*■ Quis sdbarabit.*' 



IS thus they press the hand and part. 
Thus have they bid farewell again ; 
Yet still they commune, heart with heart, 
Link'd by a never-broken chain. 

Still one in life and one in death, 
One in their hope of rest above, 

One in their joy, their trust, their faith. 
One in each other's faithful love. 

Yet must they part, and parting, weep ; 

What else has earth for them in store ? 
These farewell pangs, how sharp, how deep. 

These farewell words, how sad and sore ! 
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Yet shall they meet again in peace 

To sing the song of festal joy, 
Where none shall bid their gladness cease 

And none their fellowship destroy. 

Where none shall beckon them away 

Or bid their fellowship be done ; 
Their meeting-time the eternal day. 

Their meeting-place the eternal throne. 

There, hand in hand, firm linked at last, 
And, heart to heart, enfolded all. 

They '11 smile upon the troubled past. 
And wonder why they wept at all. 

Then let them press the hand and part, 
The dearly loved, the fondly loving. 

Still, still in spirit and in heart. 
The undivided, unremoving. 

Bonar. 
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** So shall we ever be with the Lord." 

|HRISTIAN Brethren, ere we part. 
Every voice and every heart 
To our heavenly Father raise 
Our united hymn of praise. 

Here, perhaps, we meet no more. 
But we seek a brighter shore 

Where, apart from sin and pain. 
Brethren, we shall meet again. 

To the triune Grod of heaven 
Love and praise be ever given : 

Here, and by His hosts above 
Endless praise, adoring love. 

H. K. White. 




III. RETROSPECTION. 



" So Jacob carae to Luz, which is in the land of Canaan, 
that is, Bethel ; he and all the people that were with him. And 
he built there an altar, and called the place El- bethel: because 
there God appeared unto him, when he fled from the face of his 
brother 

" And God appeared unto Jacob again, when he came out of 
Padanaram, and blessed him. And God said unto him, Thy 
name is Jacob : thy name shall not be called any more Jacob, 
but Israel shall be thy name. . . . And God said unto him, I am 
God Almighty : be fruitful and multiply ; a nation and a company 
of nations shall be of thee, and kings shall come out of thy loins ; 
and the land which I gave Abraham and Isaac, to thee will I give 
it, and to thy seed after thee will I give the land. And God 
went up from him in the place where he talked with him. 

"And Jacob set up a pillar in the place where he talked 
with him, even a pillar of stone : and he poured a drink offering 
thereon, and he poured oil thereon." — Gen. xxxv. 6, 7, 9-14. 



EETEOSPECTION. 




ETHEL again. After days and nights 
of wandering ; after long years of 
exile; after joumeyings often; after 
perils of waters and perils of robbers ; after 
weariness and painfulness, and watchings often, 
he whom the Lord had called by name stands 
once more on the spot whence his covenant- 
charter has its date. 

The unforgotten land -marks are scarcely 
needed to guide him to the spot. On this side 
stands the mount consecrated by the remem- 
brance of Abraham's choice ; to the far east, the 
Jordan valley with its running streams ; fur- 
ther south, the land of the cities of the plain 
afterwards to be washed out from the earth 
which, even in its fallen estate, their presence 
too deeply defiled; all aroxmd, the great stones 
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of that place, in yet our day testifying to its 
identity. And amongst these, one rude pillar 
telling its own tale — one lonely memorial of a 
night many years past, standing firm even as the 
covenant which it recorded, and by its presence, 
speaking to him who now draws nigh with the 
mighty power of silent witness. 

How diflferent his approach to that of the 
houseless wayfarer who years before had laid 
himself down to rest in that place 1 This long 
household train, these flocks and these herds, 
these women and children, is this company his 
who on this spot lay down alone under the stars 
— his staflF his only defence, his prayer that he 
might have bread to eat and raiment to put on ? 
Yes; the terms of the covenant spoken by the 
mouth of the Lord when night covered the earth, 
and those only were near at hand who serve 
Him day and night, have been fulfilled. Once 
more the heir of the land treads the ground of 
his inheritance, and throughout the past his 
bread has not failed, and his water has been 
sure. The earnest of future fulfilments have 
been accorded. The Grod of Bethel has been true 
to His word. 
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And now a more pubKc ceremonial is to con- 
secrate the stony sanctuary of Bethel. For the 
rude pillar of the first covenant, a family altar 
is raised. All common and unclean things have 
been removed. The occasion is one of solemn 
retrospection — of equally solemn anticipation. 
It is as though the entail were to be fastened 
upon the sons of the patriarch, before Grod and 
theii' father, and their right to the land acknow- 
ledged on the spot where the fief had been first 
bestowed. 

Fain would we recall the liturgy of that early 
consecration service. Perchance some stray be- 
holder from the near abodes of Luz, wandering 
forth to survey the strange company for whose 
sake. the terror of Grod was on the cities round 
about, gazed wonderingly upon the men who 
realised the presence of an Invisible God, and who 
raised stone upon stone in pursuance of mysterious 
rites before Him. Perchance the report reached 
the city that the moss-grown pillar, which had 
stood erect amongst its kindred stones while men 
wondered what it should signify, had been found 
by those whose long secret it had kept, and was 
now built up with yet other stones, and sanctified 
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by sacrifice and by prayer. We know not more 
than is written. The sanctuary in the wilder- 
ness was set apart with none of the pomp and 
splendour which should attend consecrations of 
after days. But the deeds and conveyances of 
that rock-strewn site were found in the command 
of Jehovah, " Gro up to Bethel and dwell there, 
and make there an altar unto Grod that appeared 
unto thee ;" and the dedication-ritual — " he built 
there an altar, and called the place El-Bethel 
because there God appeared unto him'*'* — con- 
tained in its brief form of words a loftier record 
than any other could supply. Bethel, the house 
of Oody is lost sight of in the higher recognition 
of " El-beth-el," the Ood of the house. The 
unseen Presence was there which consecrated the 
rude altar, the low hill, the typic sacriiBice, and 
made them holy. Who would be content with 
Bethel, nor refuse to be satisfied until he should 
there find ^i-Bethel ? 

But while a holy communion was shared by 
the family of the patriarch, the holiest com- 
munion was to be his alone. The memories of 
this place were all his. Hither Grod had dis- 
tinctly sent him for retrospection and re-dedi- 
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cation. It was as though the terms of the 
covenant had been there graven with an iron 
pen upon the rock, and as though He who had 
fulfilled every letter of His " I will " would have 
the returned from Haran inscribe his past beside 
it — would make the stones of that place, and 
the unchanged hills, and the hush of the desert 
place, eloquent with reminders of the life that 
had been less steadfast in its aim and aspi- 
rations. 

All as* it had been on that night long ago I 
But how had it been with him? True it was 
that the name and worship of Grod had been 
maintained in his family ; true, equally, that 
wondrous divine revelations had been granted 
him, and that in his name and in his body Israel 
bore about the marks of such communications t 
true, that at Mahanaim a detachment of the 
legions of angels had, as a royal life-guard, met 
the possessor of the birth-right on the frontier 
of the land that was his by charter, even as 
though to do honour in the King's name to the 
" prince with God" whom He delighted to honour: 
true, that he and his possessed a religion of 
sacrifice containing enfolded within it all that 
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should afterwards be expanded into the fulness 
of revealed blessing. 

But was this all ? Were there not belonging 
to this place other retrospections of a dififerent 
nature ? What of the needlessly long sojourn 
in a land where the worship of Grod was mingled 
with that of idols ? What of the greed of gain 
in one who in his hour of iSrst communion with 
God desired only bread to eat and raiment to 
put on ? What of the long delay in Shechem 
after the prosperous return from Haran ? What 
of family feuds, family disgraces, family outrages 
attendant on, and resulting from, that delay? 
What of the forgotten vow concerning this place — 
the tardiness to register a covenant fulfilled, and 
to trace back to the " I will be with thee" of 
that long-past night, the two bands and the 
flocks and herds, and the restoration to the pro- 
mised land ? 

Can it be that such a retrospection of inter- 
woven joy and sorrow, of Grod's faithfulness and 
his own fickleness, of past fears and past deliver- 
ances, has no room in the breast of the servant 
of Jehovah ? 

If his conditional promises, registered at 
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Bethel, have been so feebly maintained, their 
conditions having been more than fuliSilled, how 
will it be for the future ? May he yet hope that 
the God of Abraham will continue to perform the 
mercy promised to his fathers, and will remember 
His holy covenant and renew for times to come 
what had been granted in the past ? 

Let him keep silence while the voice of the 
Lord which shaketh the wilderness calls to him 
through the stillness by the new name secretly 
revealed in the awful night at Peniel. For it is 
indeed the God of Bethel, who speaks, and who 
opens His communications not with reproaches but 
with blessing. He, who alone may foretell a 
royal seed, a nation and a company of nations 
yet to inherit the land. He who, leaving to man 
the review of the past, alone may pass the barrier 
of the present, and point on into futurity. 

Only a few brief moments 1 Only a flash of 
the divine glory I only a blessing, a promise, and 
a prophecy — but it is enough. God speaks much 
in few words. Man multiplies words without 
knowledge. The blessing of the Most High has 
been bestowed, and therein lies summed up the 
bestowal of all that is needed and all that may be 
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imagiDed of personal requirement. The family 
altar has been accepted and owned by family 
adoption; and once more the solemn realization 
of Jehovah's presence is brought home to the 
mind of Israel. For " Surely the Lord was in 
this place." 

"And Jacob set up a pillar of stone in the 
place where he talked with Him." 

A more public ceremonial had attended the 
dedication of El-beth-el. A secret service, and a 
secret oflFering consecrated the isolated pillar left 
to guard the place yet more awfully marked out by 
retrospection, communion, and revelation. And 
may we not well imagine that as the long train 
slowly defiled from the rocky shrine, now once more 
to be abandoned to its sanctity and its solitude — 
that as the companies with their various sur- 
roundings, and the herdsmen with their flocks, 
and "the mother with the children," descended 
in procession the lonely valley — one whose life 
was yet more inseparably than before bound to 
the place wherein the Lord had been, lingered 
for a last farewell view of the rude altar and 
the freshly-raised memorial pillar, and looking 
forth across the bleak tracts which must still 
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be traversed ere his pilgrimage should be com- 
pleted, beheld afar oflf against the horizon the 
southern range of vine-clad Hebron, the land 
of his father's house. Thither his heart how- 
ever fickle and wandering still fondly turned; 
and now might he realize afresh that an un- 
seen chain, held in an invisible Hand, had for 
ever linked in his history that fair and still 
distant abode with the low and lonely hill of 
Bethel. 

" He found Him at Bethel ; and there He 
spake with us."* Thus does the prophet recall 
the memory of that day ; and we have paused on 
this passage of Jacob's history, and at this third 
memorial-pillar of his Ufe, because of the re- 
sponse wherewith the heart of man answereth 
even now to the heart of man then. 

Thence the Lord " speaks with us." For in 
the command ** Arise, go up to Bethel and dwell 
there," we find a divine recognition, not only of 
the force of local association on the human mind, 
but, yet further, of its power in awakening to 

* Hos. xL 4. 
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retrospection and self-examination him who is 
of God. 

It is at once curious and impressive to ob- 
serve how such recognition has entered into — 
we should rather say has constituted a distinct 
feature in — God's conduct of the world's admi- 
nistration. To trace out to its full extent the 
development of this principle would be to give 
the history of the Bible. In the call of the 
father of the faithful "unto a land that I will 
show thee" there was contained the dawning de- 
velopment of a plan, afterwards progressively re- 
vealed, whereby the religion of Jehovah was in 
its early dispensations to be made a territorial 
religion, gathering around one narrow tract of 
country the hopes, prefigurations, revelations, me- 
mories, and anticipations of the whole world. We 
need but touch on localised predictions to Abraham, 
Isaac, and Jacob, on the institution to the land of 
hereditary promise of a whole nation brought out 
from Egypt, on the allotments accordant with 
prophecy of the tribes, on the ordinance that 
three times a year the feasts should be kept at 
the place " which the Lord should choose to put 
His name there," on the memorial stones and 
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altars which were to keep alive the traditions of 
historic sites, and on the minute fulfilments of 
lesser local predictions, to illustrate our meaning. 
When national deportation followed upon idolatry, 
the ingredient bitterer than any other in the cup 
of captivity was the remembrance of "thee, 
Zion". And in the national return to the beloved 
" land of the fathers," and in the rebuildings by 
reverent hands upon consecrated sites,, and in the 
strong local denunciations of those to whom the 
word of the Lord afterwards came, we find only, 
the expansion of a principle which had in its 
germ been revealed " on the other side of the 
flood." 

But it was later in the world's history that, 
by a sudden bursting of the close fetters of na- 
tional restriction, the associations of a world were 
centred on Beth^eh^m, Jerusalem, Olivet, — sites 
enshrined throughout long centuries in the hearts 
of the sons of Abraham, and now constituted 
by the consecrating foot-step of one lonely 
Wanderer, a holy rood, sacred to all who should 
believe in the Christ of Calvary. 

Was Bethleheni Ephratah recorded as the 
birth-place of the. royal, Psalmist of old ? From 

\ 
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henceforth it shall be said " This man, even He 
whose goings forth were from everlasting, was 
bom there." Was the memory of Zion's temple 
immortally linked with the glories of Solomon? 
Behold, a greater than Solomon is here. Was 
Mount Olivet sacred to the sorrows of a dethroned 
monarch and to the weeping lament over a city 
that had rejected him? A sorrow like unto none 
other sorrow was witnessed by its sad shades, as 
the Son of David, beholding afterwards that same 
city, wept over its impending fate, and beside 
the brook Cedron bowed beneath the anguish of 
the world's curse. Did it witness the return of 
the monarch to his lawful crown and inheritance? 
Far more gloriously does it stand out as the little 
portion of earth's pathway trodden by the risen 
Lord on His return to the kingdom of the Father, 
when the everlasting doors were lifted up that the 
King of Glory might come in. 

Would we see once more the intensity of that 
local association which concentrates its yearnings 
upon the beloved stones of Zion ? We need but 
turn to the Place of Wailing, where, year by 
year, the weeping Jew pours forth, as upon a 
conscious object, the bitter tears with which he 
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anoints the ancient stones of the Temple : — " Be 
not wroth very sore, Lord, neither remember 
iniquity for ever: behold, see, we beseech thee, 
we are all thy people. Thy holy cities are a 
wilderness, Zion is a wilderness, Jerusalem a 
desolation. Our holy and our beautiful house 
where our fathers praised thee is burned up 
with fire: and all our pleasant things are laid 
waste ! " 

Again, how do the earnest expectations of the 
sons of God still turn, by divinely revealed in- 
dication, to the land of Abraham ? For when 
he Cometh who shall come, ** his feet shall stand 
on the Mount of Olives ;" and the redeemed of 
the Lord shall come with singing unto Zion ; and 
the Lord shall reign at Zion and before His 
ancients gloriously ; and around Zion and Jeru- 
salem cluster those galaxies of prophecy which 
even now lighten our darkness, and as beacon 
lamps show forth a future restitution for the 
earth whereof the foundations are now so utterly 
out of course. 

And if God has willed it that this force of 
association should hold so firm a place in the breast 
of man, equally do we recognise in His revealed 
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national dealings, not the recognition, only, but 
the inculcation of that kindred exercise of retro- 
spection which, with more or less of definiteness, 
is a necessary habit of the soul. Memorial feasts 
and ordinances, memorial exhortations by the 
mouths of His prophets, memorial institutions of 
every kind, were to cast their shadows backward 
over the past and to remind His people of all 
the way by which the Lord their God had led 
them. We are not wrong in asserting that 
retrospection formed essentially the basis of both 
preaching and teaching in the days when Canaan 
was the school wherein Israel, as a child led 
forth out of Egypt, should be before the world 
** brought up" of God. The anticipations en- 
folded in the promises to the patriarchs were 
peculiarly committed to the sacrificial ritual for 
guardianship and perpetuation. The burnt oflfer- 
ings contained incorporated within them the one 
great future hope whereof all others would 
be but attendants. In the Feasts, retrospection 
and anticipation joined hands; but the voice of 
the first, more than of the last, made itself 
distinctly heard. "Thou shalt remember," was 
the great text of Old Testament doctrine : " Be- 
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cause they remembered not," the mournful me- 
morial, inscribed in ruins and traced with the 
pencil of desolation upon the face of a land pro- 
claiming for centuries before the world the sin 
of the daughter of Zion. 

But not in His dealings with nations, only, 
do we find — as before remarked — this recog- 
nition of the two-fold faculty of our nature. 
The stones of Bethel, and the solitudes of Sinai,* 
and many another now deserted spot testify that 
when, with the return to once familiar places, a 
rush of memory brings back old reminiscences of 
friends, thoughts, and conflicts of other days — 
that when a flood of associations, beyond our 
powers to analyse and too deep for expression, fills 
the heart with a nameless and passionate yearn- 
ing, the God who needeth not to be told what is 
in man, and who sent His servant of old to 
remember and be still in the neglected audience- 
chamber whence the ladder of glory had been 
seen linking earth and heaven, will meet that 
longing of the heart with a human sympathy and 
with a divine comprehension. 

There will not be wanting some among those 
* Exod. iii. 12. 
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who read these pages to confirm the words which 
we have written. For, to not a few, a habit of 
retrospection occupies the position, individually, 
that it did to Israel nationally. It is a necessity 
of the heart, realised as such more or less by all, 
but in some natures indulged with a constancy 
whereof others little dream. And this, more 
especially, when the revisiting of scenes associated 
with other days revives and intensifies such retro- 
spections beyond the power of utterance and in 
a degree to which the deeper voice of silence alone 
can give expression. If we consider the com- 
parative strength of feeling called forth in con- 
nexion with places of historical, national, family, 
or purely individual interest, we cannot but be 
aware that in proportion as the right of associa- 
tion becomes exclusively our own, in such pro- 
portion is it deepened and intensified. This is, 
of course, peculiarly the case when we come to 
the records of that inner spiritual life secretly 
chronicled, and known to God, only, and the 
soul. 

The outer court of a man's memory is himg 
with many a picture pourtraying scenes of other 
days, in recalling which he will not shrink from 
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eliciting the sympathies of friendship with the 
" don't you remember ? " of early intimacy. But 
before the inner sanctuary — the Holy of holies 
of the heart — hangs the vail concealing its sacred 
memorial-gravings from every eye but His who 
knoweth our down-sitting and up-rising, and who 
understandeth our thoughts afar oflf. 

To carry out our subject more fully : — this 
man revisits the home of his childhood or of his 
youth. His brother or his friend is by his side, and 
to his ear are confided the recollections which every 
turn of the road, every cottage, every tree brings 
to his mind. Here is the scene of some boyish 
frolic or escape ; there the place where a Jonathan 
and David friendship was cemented. Yonder is 
the "little window where the sun came peeping 
in at mom ;" further on, the spot associated with 
a father's blessing or a mother's counsel. And 
when one point after another has been revisited, 
and, touched with the magic wand of memory, 
has glowed again in the light of other days, the 
friends separate, bound to each other yet more 
firmly than before by the confidences of those 
hours of retrospection. 

Is that intimacy without reserve ? The man 
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turns again, and retraces those same paths which 
he trod in company so short a time before. But 
now the hidden memories of his life, recalled by 
those silent memorials which through past years 
have kept their secrets for himself alone, are 
uncovered and reviewed. The tree beneath 
whose branches was recorded the dedication- 
vow known to God only, the retired pathway 
where to and fro he was wont to pace "medi- 
tating at even-tide," the hill-side from whence 
the book of the works of God was read and 
studied by the companion light of the book of 
His Word, the seaside cave, perchance, where 
his Maker was found of him in prayer — sites 
as little sacred in the eyes of the outer world 
as could have been Bethel to the people of the 
land, stand before him as consecrated and holy 
ground, because he remembers how, long ago, he 
found that " the Lord was in this place." 

In the memories of many, epochs of retro- 
spection stand out distinctly as epochs, equally, 
in the soul's history. Marked terminations to 
chapters in life, culminations in plans and under- 
takings, visitations of sorrow and chastisement, 
returns of anniversaries — these, independently 
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of local associations, have made the solitude of 
our chamber consecrated ground. But when such 
retrospection is attended, as was the patriarch's, 
by the two-fold accompaniments of communion 
with, and renewed dedication to, God, it is raised 
from the lower rank of emotional sentiment to 
the dignity of those transactions of the spiritual 
life whereof mention is made in the book of 
remembrance written concerning them that fear 
the Lord and that think upon His name. 

The pillars of Mizpah and Ephrath were set up in 
the sight of. others; the pillars of Bethel recorded 
the secrets of the soul. And it is thus stiU. Our 
partings and our bereavements are before the 
world. Conversion and retrospection such as we 
have described, are between ourselves and God 
only. 

And who that has lived long enough knows 
not the flood of thought which, at such a season, 
flows in, wave upon wave, on the heart? Who 
has not experienced the solemnity of an occasion 
when the revisiting of once familiar scenes, or 
some fresh conjunction of the various phases of 
circumstance, or serious and forcible realization 
of the advance of life, arraigns for a service of 
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retrospection all the faculties belonging to the 
temple of the soul. It may . be that more of 
sentiment enters into the retrospections of earlier 
days, more of sorrow into those of advancing life, 
more of tranquillity and resignation into those of 
old age; but if such memorial seasons be but 
honestly and faithfully observed, there will be in 
all alike the features of contrition, humiliation, 
and thankfulness ; there will be in all alike the 
necessity for realized communion with God, and 
fresh dedication to His service ; there will be in 
all alike a post-commimion, if we may venture so 
to call it, of humble and hopeful anticipation. 

Yet must there of necessity be more of 
sadness than of joy in the retrospections be- 
longing to a fallen nature in a fallen world. The 
fugitiveness of all things earthly, the deterioration 
which is the law inscribed everywhere around, the 
sunderings of friendships, the disappointed hopes, 
recalled with a vivid intensity by the sight of a 
place where they had birth — all these form the 
very common-places of our subject, dilated on in 
poetry and fiction in language as often found on 
their lips whose airy and frivolous course has 
permitted them to have a verbal knowledge only of 
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these things, as on theirs for whose deeper hearts 
they are no commonplaces, because appropriated 
with the force of personal experience. The ele- 
raent of thankfulness, which of necessity enters 
into all the retrospections of the Christian, is in 
no way inconsistent with the existence of such a 
shade of mournfulness. Were there even no 
partings, no bereavements, no disappointments 
in the records of the past, there has ever been 
too much sin and too little progress to permit 
the indulgence of memories unclouded in their 
gladness. 

At such times the spirit cannot all at once 
mount to the serener heights of resignation, 
communion, and hope. Our hearts of human 
aflfection and earthly origin, would be untrue 
to their nature did they hold themselves above 
any such clinging to the remembrances of days 
which cannot come again. In the touching 
language of inspiration, itself, they may seek and 
find expression for that first phase of retrospec- 
tion which belongs alike to all men, and may 
give way to a strain of feeling which the un- 
changeableness of the outer world in its contrast 
with the fugitiveness of man must bring forth 
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from all who keep these things and ponder them 
in their hearts. 

*'One generation passeth away and another 
generation cometh; but the earth abideth for 
ever. The sun also ariseth and the sun goeth 
down and hasteth to his place where he arose. 
The wind goeth toward the south and tumeth 
about unto the north ; it whirleth about con- 
tinually, and the wind returneth again unto his 
circuits. All the rivers run into the sea; yet 
the sea is not full ; unto the place from whence 
the rivers come, thither they return again. The 
thing that hath been, it is that which shall be ; and 
that which is done is that which shall be done." 

Who has not realized in his own heart the echo 
to that utterance of one weary with retrospection, 
and penetrated with a sense of life's brevity and 
uncertainty in contrast with the perpetuity and 
unchangeableness of the great world-machinery 
without. It has been said that ^' man feels him- 
self so fugitive that he cannot, without emotion, 
contemplate that which remains abidingly." And 
this sentiment is but the comment on that of the 
heart long ago looking back over life with the 
Cui bono ? of mortality : — 
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" My days are past ; my purposes are broken 
oflF, even the thoughts of my heart." " Now my 
days are swifter than a post : they flee away. 
They are passed away as the swift ships, as the 
eagle that hasteth to the prey." " Are not my 
days few? cease, then, and let me alone that I 
may take comfort a little before I go whence I 
shall not return, even to the land of darkness and 
the shadow of death." 

For to this point retrospection, untouched 
by a divine light, must of necessity lead, and 
here leave, the soul, especially as the avenue of 
the past lengthens in its perspective, and as 
distantly along that of the future the surges of 
eternity fall upon the ear. In the solemnity of 
those soundings all that there may be of gladness 
in the review of life seems hushed. Its brevity, 
its incompleteness, and its unfulfilled purposes, are 
there before us, and we are still. And then it is 
that the sense of sin — a vague and dull conscious- 
ness in the hearts of many, but a vivid and 
personal grief to those who once raised the 
memorial of intercourse with an unseen God — 
bears in upon the memory, and clothes with a 
drapery of mourning many a scene all too vividly 
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recalled in contrast with the faithfulness of a 
covenant God. Wanderings and declensions 
whereof the outer world has perchance known 
nothing, hut such as the patriarch must have 
rememhered among the shadows of Bethel, heart 
idolatries as real as could have heen found in his 
family wherein the idols had not been utterly 
abolished, resolutions registered in the subscrip- 
tion to the covenant, but since neglected and 
forgotten — such are the reminiscences which 
wring forth from the soul penetrated with the 
sense of God's faithfulness and its own instability, 
the two-fold cry of retrospection, — ^^Eemember, 
Lord, thy tender mercies and thy loving-kind- 
nesses, for they have been ever of old. Eemember 
not the sins of my youth nor my trangressions : 
according to thy mercy remember thou me for 
thy goodness' sake, Lord ! " 

It is even here that the line of the Christian's 
retrospection is found to have diverged from that 
of the ordinary train of feeling and sentiment 
which, as we have said, is common to all who need 
to stand still and think. It is at this stage in the 
course of review that he whose heart has learnt 
the way to the audience -chamber of his Lord, 
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seeks recourse thither, and even as those of whom 
it was said ^^they are their own witness," brings 
the blotted record of a sin-stained life, and, as 
King's evidence, testifies concerning himself with 
the contrite acknowledgment, " But the Lord he 
is God, the faithful God which keepeth covenant 
and mercy." 

And are there not many who will testify that, 
as on occasion of that retrospection of old, so at 
such seasons even now, there is full often found to 
follow thereupon communion with God ? Yes ; 
even in this real present, wherein we are uncon- 
sciously tempted to think that life has become 
80 common and material, and the world so 
thronged, and communication from on high so 
exclusively spiritual and invisible, that the indi- 
vidual strands of our existence must hold in His 
hand who weaves them into the web of human 
destiny, a less important place than in those 
patriarchal days when the history of an individual 
was that of a nation — even now such is the expe- 
rience of thankful retrospection. 

" God appeared unto Jacob and blessed him," 
and called him by name, and pointed him on to a 
future glory and a future fulfilment of the cove- 
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nant. And thus even for us the light breaks 
through the grey clouds of the shaded prospect, 
and the voice of the blessing interrupts the minor 
cadence of the " that I were as in months 
past," and the words "I have known thee by 
name" bring a thrill of answering recognition to 
the heart ; and for the whys and wherefores of our 
former history the clue is brought to light in 
the wordKS "All things shall work together for 
good," and the answer given, "He led them forth 
by the right way, that they might go to the city 
of habitation." 

"At the end of the day — at the close of the fight — 
Ere faith be eternally lost in sight, 
Shall we, wond'ring, attain to some mountainous height, 
And look back on the life that we knew but in part, — 
Its 'waters of comfort,' its * waters of strife' — 
Outspread in the sunlight — a far-reaching chart — 
The marvellous whole of the map of our life 1 
On the ways that perplexed us, each slow-winding track, 
That seemed, as we trod it, a maze and a mystery, 
Shall we ever, enlightened, serenely look back, 
And outspread read the meaning and plan of our history ? " 

It may be, To know, in the light of contrast, 
how terrible the thought of retrospection apart 
from communion with God ; to realize what must 
be the survey of a rapidly lengthening past, and 
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a dark and clouded future; what, the strong 
irresistible necessity of relinquishing hopes, friend- 
ships, youth, as step by step an unknown path 
leads on to a dreaded and dark land of mystery ; 
what, to hear without the farewells of all that has 
been held dear, within, the fearful soul-inquiry 
" Have the gates of death been opened unto thee? 
or hast thou seen the doors of the shadow of 
death ?" Such a realization might well lead men 
to shrink from the place of retrospection, to drug 
with an opiate of determined oblivion the faculty 
of memory, and to exclaim with the heathen sage 
'^ the only thing certain is that there is nothing 
certain 1" or in words of inspiration, " Woe unto 
us, for the day goeth away; for the shadows of 
evening are stretched out." 

But when God comes down to "talk with" 
the soul ; when there is experienced that fulness 
of imparted grace, joy, hope, and love, condensed 
in the words "and He blessed him," too often 
generalized into an immeaning commonplace — 
when, after retrospection of a past now made clear 
with celestial radiance, rays of promise are beheld 
which light up the distant prospect, the heart 
throbs with responsive hope ; retrospection is lost 

K 
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in gratitude and anticipation; and intervening 
days of loneliness, and nights of weeping yet to 
come, are almost overlooked in sound of the bless- 
ing, ^^ Ye shall go out with joy, and be led forth 
with peace; though thou passest through the 
waters I will be with thee, and through the floods 
they shall not overflow thee." " For all things 
are yours, whether life or death, or things present 
or things to come ; all things are yours, and ye 
are Christ's ; and Christ is God's." 

Shall not re-dedication, then, follow on retro- 
spection ? Shall not the pillar be raised on this 
place where God talked with thee? Shall not 
this season of communion inaugurate and com* 
mence a re-consecrated life ? 

In this light the subject was viewed by one 
better kuown and understood since death than 
in life. Thus writes the late Dr. Arnold, on re- 
visiting, after many years, the scenes of his youth : 
— ^** Warminster, January 5, 1828. I have not 
written this date for more than twenty years, and 
how little could I foresee when I wrote it last 
what would happen to me in the intervaL And 
now to look forward twenty years — how little 
can I guess of that also. Only may He in whose 
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hands are time and eternity, keep me evermore 
His own; that whether I live, I may live imto 
the Lord ; or whether I die, I may die imto Him. 
May He guide me by His counsel, and after that 
receive me to glory, through Jesus Christ our 
Saviour." 

And William Wilberforce similarly conveys 
the record of a review of life, solemnly and de- 
liberately imdertaken on occasion of a marked 
visitation of God's Providence: — "I came into 
my little room where I am now writing, and 
engaged awhile in prayer, blessing Grod for His 
astonishing goodness to me, and lamenting my 
extreme unworthiness. And, indeed, when I do 
look back upon my past life and review it, 
comparing especially the numerous, almost in- 
numerable instances of God's kindness to me 
with my unworthy returns, I am overwhelmed, 
and can with truth adopt the language of the 
publican — God be merciful to me a sinner. 
Every one knows, or may know, his own sins, 
the criminality of which varies according to his 
opportunities of improvement, obligations, and 
motives to obedience, advantages and means of 
grace, favours and loving-kindness, pardons and 
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mercies. It is the exceeding goodness of God to 
me, and the almost unequalled advantages I have 
enjoyed, which so fill me with humiliation and 
shame. My days appear few when I look back, 
but my blessings have been of every kind and of 
long continuance." Then, after a summary of 
personal, family, social, and public blessings, the 
pillar of re-dedication is raised. "And now. Lord, 
let me devote myself more solemnly and more 
resolutely to Thee; desiring more than I ever yet 
have done to dedicate my faculties to Thy glory 
and service." 

We have said that retrospection belonged pe- 
culiarly to the children of the Old Testament. 
"Thou shalt remember" was their watchword: 
their future was a haze, though a haze of glory, 
whence emerged indistinctly visions of blessing 
to come. But anticipation is the attitude of 
the New Testament Church; "A little while," 
her motto ; " As men that wait for their Lord," 
the legend of her insignia; "Till He come," 
the pass-word wherewith her sentinels have re- 
lieved guard from one generation to another. 
And the more the " fulness of the blessing of the 
Gospel of Christ," which is the blessing where- 
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with God meets the souls of His childpen in 
retrospection j is individually realized, the more 
distinct and heart-cheering will such anticipations 
become. 

Look back, then, pilgrim, over thy past 
wanderings, and now, in this light of thy Father's 
blessing, discern the shining of a golden clue 
of love which has guided every foot-step of a 
way ** prepared " for thee. And, raising up once 
more a pillar of testimony in the place where the 
Lord hath talked with thee, inscribe thereon for 
a continual memorial "He led them forth by 
the right way ; " pouring forth the offering of 
that gratitude and adoration which shall con- 
secrate this place for ever. 

And hence once more lift up thine eyes ; for, 
more nearly than from any of the former stations 
of thy life, the distant hills and the dim outlines 
of thy Father's house are visible. The slopes of 
Hebron showed fair in the far South to the eyes of 
the returning Israel; but Jerusalem the golden 
shows a thousand times more fair. 

Now is our salvation nearer than we believed. 
Is not here sufiScient to change the sigh of re- 
trospection into the cry of longing aspiration ? 
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Thy^ pillar has been raised, thine oflfering out- 
poured, thy covenant re-sealed, thy Bethel re- 
visited ; and all is secret between thee and thy 
G-od. But with serener aspect and with firmer 
step go forth on thy way. Let others take 
knowledge of thee that thou hast been with 
Jesus. Be oft^n remembering thy vow of retro- 
spection, and that God, even thine own Grod, hath 
given thee the blessing which thou hast been 
called to inherit for the sake of a Name worthier 
than thine own. And remember that the world be 
less, and that life to be spent for God seem more 
to thee ; and as thy road turns hence and leads 
thee on, and as thy memorial pillar fades away 
in the distance — a past experience — ^lift up thine 
heart unto the Lord, with the song, " The Lord 
will perfect that which concemeth me : thy mercy, 
Lord, endureth for ever : forsake not the work 
of thine own hands ! " 
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' Have I been a wilderness unto Israel?*' 

[HO, Standing thoughtful on the height. 
O'er his unfolded path looks back, 
Betracing in celestial light 

The mazy windings of his track, 
May hear, 'neath requiem o'er the past 

Chanted in courts of memory, 
A voice low hush'd as dying blast — 
** Am I a wilderness to thee ? 

" When the fresh trust and hope of youth 
Withered beneath the noon-day sky ; 

When rang the anguish'd * What is truth ?' 
The heart's exceeding bitter cry ; 
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When first, with doubt and care oppress'd. 
Thy spirit knew not where to flee, 

And wept that earth was not her rest. 
Was I a wilderness to thee ? 

^^ When, fearful of an unknown God, 

Thy soul, o'erwhelm'd with guilt and sin. 
Lay crushed beneath the hidden load — 

Darkness without — despair within; 
Who came with healing to thy side 

And told of darker agony. 
And bade thee know the Crucified ? — 

Was I a wilderness to thee ? 

^* When, as in shining after rain. 

Thy path was glad, thy sky serene. 
And ' Shall I ever doubt again ?' 

Burst from the heart where woe had been ; 
When earth's fond arts and glittering sneire 

In vain allured a soul set free. 
And love brought sweetness out of care. 

Was I a wilderness to thee ? 

" When blind aflfection wildly strove 
T' assuage the hunger of thy heart, 
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Which, sighiDg for an earthly love, 
Eefused from that fond hope to part ; 

And when by disappointment's breath 
The light was quenched of joys to be, 

One love upheld thee strong as death — 
Was I a wilderness to thee ? 

" In dark bereavement's lonely hour 

I treasured up thy secret tears ; 
My presence quelled the tempter's power, 

And gave thee victory for fears ; 
In joys and griefs a Father's hand 

My Spirit taught thy heart to see. 
And waymarks to a Promised Land — 

Was I a wilderness to thee ? 

" Yet would'st thou linger far from home. 

Lamenting sore the years gone by. 
Who cryest, ' Lord, Thy kingdom come ! ' 

And hast thy treasure stored on high. 
Say, fear'st thou still the untried path ? 

bring thy doubts, thy cares to Me ! 
Why fearful ? thou of little faith : 

Am I a wilderness to thee ?" 
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Thus oft in retrospection's hour 

The secret voice is inly heard, 
Whereby, with fresh almighty power. 

To firmer trust the soul is stirr'd. 
Nor die the echoes of that tone — 

How dark soe'er life's future be. 
Still softly pleading " Not alone ! 

Am I a wilderness to thee ?" 

And when within his Father's halls 

The wayfarer, his conflict o'er. 
Each link of life's brief past recalls 

Knowing what he believed before, 
One voice with love's unchanging might 

Awakes each chord of memory, 
Whisp'ring, while faith is lost in sight, 

" Was I a wilderness to thee ?" 
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*• Woe unto us ! for the day goeth away, and the shadows 
of evening are stretched out." 



JOE unto US for the day is going. 
Clouds are gathering one by one, 
Night-winds up from the river are blowing. 
Shaking the shadow-curtains down. 

Flowers lifting their faces sunward 
Glow in the flush of the dying light : 

We, like the river, are drifting onward, — 
Onward onward, into the night. 

Our faces turned from the happy morning, 
Our hearts restrained from the joys o'erflown ; 

The path wherein there is no returning 
Into the darkness leads us on. 

We remember the day-break golden. 
Jubilant hours of childhood's story. 

When from the future our eyes were holden. 
Seeing only a haze of glory. 
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Hand in hand we Kstened and wondered — 
Wondered that others should shrink in fear : 

Little we dreamt of aflfections sundered. 
We were together, our sky was clear. 

We remember a shadow falling 
Darkly, silently, over our track ; 

One to another distantly calling. 

Vainly we sought our beloved back : 

Vainly wept with a passionate yearning. 
Wept that the dewy mom was past ; 

Afterwards drooped in the noon-tide burning — 
Drooped and mourned in the desert waste. 

We remember the Miserere, 

Upward borne from our fainting band ; 
Then the rest when our hearts were weary. 

Under the rock in the desert land. 

We remember the deepened longing. 
Breathed in songs of a far-oflF home ; 

Oft, when doubts o'er the soul came thronging, 
Angel-whispers of joys to come; 
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Secret treasures of promise proven. 
Hours lit up with a light sublime ; 

Silver threads in life's tissue woven. 
Golden grains in the sands of time. 

Joy and Sorrow with smiles and showers. 
Wove above us their rainbow arch ; 

Hope and Fear in the waning hours 

Whispered concerning the onward march : 

Whispered low as the mists crept o'er us — 
Earth's soft screen round a dying sun ; 

Whisper still as the path before us 
Into the darkness leads us on. 

Into the darkness : and then — ah ! whither ? 

Whither ? cry we with failing breath : 
Our lost kindred return not hither ; 

All is still with the hush of death. 

Into the darkness : — and who shall guide us ? 

** Father," we cry from the lonely path, 
" Send thine Angel to stand beside us — 

Father, our Father, now give us faith 1 " 
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In that hour of spirit travail 

He, the Angel of Life, draws near ; 

All the past doth His clue unravel 
Making life's tangled mysteries clear. 

And through the shadows a glory loometh — 
Help us, Lord, for our sight grows dim ! 

" Hush I " He whispers : "the morning cometh- 
And with the morning the angel's hynm." 



THE CHIMES. 



I HERE is in souls a sympathy with sounds. 
And as the mind is pitched the ear is pleased 
With melting airs or martial, brisk or grave. 
Some cord in unison with what we hear 
Is touch'd within us, and the heart replies. 
How soft the music of those village bells. 
Falling at intervals upon the ear 
In cadence sweet, now dying all away. 
Now pealing loud again, and louder still. 
Clear and sonorous, as the gale comes on I 
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With easy force it opens all the ceils 
Where Mem'ry slept. Wherever I have heard 
A kindred melody, the scene recurs, 
And with it all its pleasures and its pains. 
Such comprehensive views the spirit takes. 
That in a few short moments I retrace 
(As in a map the voyager his course) 
The windings of my way through many years. 
Short as in retrospeijt the journey seems. 
It seem'd not always short : the rugged path, 
And prospect oft, so dreary and forlorn. 
Moved many a sigh at its disheart'ning length. 
Yet feeling present evils, while the past 
Faintly impress the mind, or not at all. 
How readily we wish time spent revoked. 
That we might try the ground again where once 
(Through inexperience, as we now perceive) 
We miss'd that happiness we might have found I 
Some friend is gone, perhaps his son's best friend, 
A father, whose authority, in show 
When most severe, and mustering all its force. 
Was but the graver countenance of love ; 
Whose favour, like the clouds of spring, might lower 
And utter now and then an awful voice. 
But had a blessing in its darkest frown, 

1* 
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Threat'ning at once and nourishing the plant : 
We loved, but not enough, the gentle hand 
That rear'd us. At a thoughtless age, allured 
By every gilded folly, we renounced 
His sheltering side, and wilfully forewent 
That converse, which we now in vain regret. 
How gladly would the man recall to life 
The boy's neglected sire ! a mother too. 
That softer friend, perhaps more gladly still. 
Might he demand them at the gates of death. 
Sorrow has, since they went, subdued and tamed 
The playful humour ; he could now endure 
(Himself grown sober in the vale of tears). 
And feel a parent's presence no restraint. 
But not to imderstand a treasure's worth 
Till time has stolen away the slighted good. 
Is cause of half the poverty we feel. 
And makes the world the wilderness it is. 
The few that pray at all pray oft amiss, 
And, seeking grace to improve the prize they hold. 
Would urge a wiser suit than asking more. 

Govrper. 
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BY THE FIRE. 



jAY, am I still a child ? 

Or is it that old memories return 
As, by strange thoughts beguil'd^ 
I linger where the smould'ring embers bum ? 

In days of long ago. 
When nature with the daylight seem'd to tire. 

And shades pass'd to and fro. 
And one by one we gather'd round the fire, 

Softly our. voices fell. 
And thicker grew the shadows on the wall ; 

A silent, secret spell. 
With gath'ring darkness stole upon us all. 

And wondrous things we saw : 
Strange weird-like pictures of the winter's hearth ; 

With a sort of childish awe 
We gave to dim im'aginings their birth ; 
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The long cathedral aisle 
Those glowing embers pictur'd to our sight ; 

And the dark funereal pile 
niumin'd by a strange unearthly light ; 

And caverns lone and deep, 
With broken rocks and ruin'd columns strew'd ; 

And Druid altars steep. 
All in a wild and shadeless solitude. 

And other things were there : 
Chambers of glory lustrous to behold. 

Lit up by torches' glare. 
With ceiling and with floor of burnish'd gold ; 

And ships of various form. 
All motionless upon a fiery sea — 

A sea without a storm. 
And glowing in its own intensity. 

With earnest, steadfast gaze. 
Such changing fantasies our souls descried. 

Until the flickering blaze 
Grew weary of its fitfiilness, and died. 
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And closer still we drew, 
As those fair visioDS vanish'd one by one ; 

And the red light paler grew — 
Then pass'd away and darkness reign'd alone. 

Thus childhood's hopes depart 1 
Joy-bom imaginings of bliss and fame^ 

Which dwell in every heart, 
Eising and falling like the flick'ring flame. 

And as our years roll by 
We lose the light of many a bright ideal ; 

Youth's earth-born visions die. 
For time is short, and life is very real. 

Such musings come and go. 
As all alone I linger by the fire ; 

Musings of joy and woe, 
And of fair hopes which time has seen expire : 

Until I take my stand 
Where I may gaze upon the outspread sky. 

And on a glorious band 
Of steadfast stars in solemn company. 
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A still unbroken calm 
Over the woods, and o'er the meadows reigns ; 

As though an ev'ning psalm 
Of silent praise were chaunted o'er the plains. 

And a voice within my heart 
Whispers of hopes irrevocably mine ; 

Life's flickering joys depart ; 
But everlasting is the light divine. 




IV. BEREAVEMENT. 



" And Eachel died, and was buried in the way to Ephrath, 
which is Bethlehem. And Jacob set a pillar upon her grave : 
that is the pillar of Bachers grave unto this day." — Gen 
XXXV. 19, 20. 




BEREAVEMENT. 




HE first tombstone recorded in the 
world's history! The last memorial 
pillar of Jacob's life. It stood al- 
most in sight of Bethel. There was but a brief 
passage from the hush of retrospection to the 
deeper hush of death — only a few miles between 
the deserted monument of communion and anti- 
cipation, and the gravestone which marked Eachel's 
grave "unto this day." But there lay beween 
them an interval in the history of life, little re- 
presented by the short stage of travel ; that between 
joy and bereavement — that between the hour of 
expectant hope and the hour of departing, and the 
stillness of the grave. 

"Give me children, or I die!" had been long 
before the passionate exclamation of the childless 
wife. The petition had been granted, but "Eachel 
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died and was buried." A little bark was rudely 
launched forth on the life- voyage at the same time 
that, on another and darker voyage, a frail and 
tender spirit drifted forth out of his sight who 
gazed helplessly after it, into the wide ocean of 
Eternity. 

The love of Eachel had been the love of 
Jacob's life : her death was emphatically the 
bereavement of his life. The brief notices where- 
with that love is storied are not few or passing, 
when we consider how cursory and unimpassioned 
are the memoirs of Holy Writ up to that period. 
It would rather seem as if, in recording that first 
meeting by the well of Haran when *^ Jacob 
kissed Eachel, and lifted up his voice and wept," 
and those seven years of service " which seemed 
unto him but a few days for the love he had to 
her," and the care which in the hour of danger 
placed "the mother" with Joseph last in his 
train, the inspired writer had lingered upon the 
softer passages in a rugged and changeful life, 
and willingly preserved from the effacement of 
time a tender picture of those other days which 
were over then when, among the tents hastily 
pitched on the hill of Eamah, the angels of 
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life and death walked hand-in-hand, entering in 
together. 

We learn nothing concerning the funeral rites 
or the time of mourning which attended the 
encampment at Ephrath. The narrative is one 
of few words; but it is more than an entry in 
the family register of deaths. The monument, 
beneath which was deposited all that remained of 
the daughter of Haran, was not more lasting than 
that secret memorial enshrined in his heart who 
raised therewith the last pillar of his homeward 
march. Hers had not, indeed, been a faultless 
character. The portraitures of the Bible are 
true to life ; and in the divine light the frailties 
and infirmities of each character must stand out 
in their real proportions. But the vail of love 
had ever been before his eyes who mourned for 
Eachel; and now another vail, even the gentle 
oblivion which we throw over the errors of our 
departed, was cast upon her memory; and 
throughout all ages, tender recollections of the 
mother's life which no love could preserve have 
intertwined protectingly around the gravestone 
of Ephrath. 

We know not whether in that hour of sore 
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bereavement he, the depository of the Promise 
wherein lay sealed for a later development the 
mysteries of life through death and death unto 
life, was permitted to trace the outlines of that 
future which should dawn on Bethlehem- 
Ephratah. None may determine whether it was 
given him to discern in the "I am the LoBD 
Grod of Abraham," of the proclamation at Bethel, 
the dim intimation of a truth which should 
transform the monument of death into a land- 
mark of a coming resurrection. We know not 
whether the presage of another birth — of a Star 
which should come out of Jacob and a Sceptre 
which should arise out of Israel to redeem from 
its tradition of sorrow the hill of Ephrath and the 
birthplace of Benoni — was permitted to lighten 
the shades encompassing that brief sojourn, a 
presage of the hour when, for the mourning 
procession assembled around a new-made grave, 
there should be revealed to those hills and plains 
an angel-choir singing the anthem of redemption, 
and when for the wailings of the funeral-rite there 
should be heard the announcement, " Unto you 
is bom in the city of David a Saviour." 

It may have been that some flash of revelation 
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concerning the Shiloh to herald whose future 
advent he, with his dying breath, should sound 
forth the trumpet-blast of prophecy, softened 
the hard necessity of leaving Eachel's grave to its 
silence and its solitude, apait from the family 
sepulchre where Jacob himself would be gathered 
to his fathers. 

But we know not. "Israel journeyed, and 
spread his tent beyond the tower of Edar," 
lingering almost within sight of the stone which 
had been raised with tears and grief. Her name 
is absent now from the journals of his life. But 
in scattered notices of the patriarch's tenderness 
for the "sons of his old age," and in the oft- 
betrayed eflforts to be both father and mother to 
her children, we trace her present memory. And 
in the summary of family history furnished by 
the elder brethren to the unknown first-bom of the 
departed — "We have a father, an old man, and 
a child of his old age, a little one; and his brother 
is dead, and he alone is left of his mother, and 
his father loveth him" — we find how freshly abode 
in his heart her image who slept under the pillar 
upon the far hill of Bethlehem. 

But when the hand of death, which had once 



1 58 Wayside PiUa/rs. 

so rudely separated^ was more gently to re-unite 
them, when, before his utterance of the majestic 
predictions of the prophet and the patriarch, 
Israel " strengthened himself" for the tenderer 
farewell commimion with Joseph, her beloved, 
and retraced with familiar intimacy the story 
of his life, the old love which time and distance 
could not extinguish had once more vent; and 
with memories of the pillars of Bethel was re- 
called that ever-present one of the monumental 
stone "as thou comest to Ephrath." "As for 
me, when I came from Padan, Bachel died by 
me in the land of Canaan in the way, when yet 
there was but a little way to come imto Ephrath : 
and I buried her there in the way of Ephrath ; 
the same is Bethlehem." 

The love " strong a^ death" was present imtil 
lost in the contemplation of the love stronger 
than death of His Angel who had redeemed him 
from all evil; and the reverent care with which 
posterity throughout every age has encircled the 
family vaults of Machpelah has, even as by a 
posthumous sympathy, protected in like manner 
the site of that solitary monument by the way 
which was included in the " border of Benjamin," 
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— the patriarchal In Memoriam which has ever 
since been before the world. 

"Unto this day:" reminding us that the 
pillar of bereavement marks one of the halting- 
places in the way to the Father's house. It may 
be raised earlier or later on the march. The 
harmonies of life are regulated by no fixed laws 
of sequence and progression; and the lament of 
the heart that will not be comforted because of 
its departed, may break forth even in the morn- 
ing-watch, to be hushed, as the shadows lengthen, 
into the stiller and profound concords of tran- 
quillity and repose. 

But the reality of death in the midst of life 
is there. We cannot pass by on the other side. 
Rather should we wait and be still, not alone in 
the fire of affliction, and listening "after the fire" 
for the "still small voice." Not as the dead 
would we bury our dead. 

In a previous chapter we observed that among 
memories of partings there stands out, in most 
cases, that of the parting of one's life. With yet 
more certainty we may affirm that, as in the 
history of Israel so in those, also, of many, per- 
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haps of most, there is raised a monument which, 
as a perpetual memorial, marks from among all 
others the bereavement of one's life. A monu- 
ment beneath which has been deposited, even as 
were the treasure-urns in other ages, affections 
which can never more be given forth or exchanged; 
and whereof the shadow falls darkly upon our path, 
although upon itself there may descend sunlight 
from heaven. 

The bereavement of our life I The place 
whence we grope our way blindly, seeing not, 
with eyes " dim by reason of sorrow," any pros- 
pect less cheerless than the dusty way, and the 
every-day life which must be trodden step by 
step in its utter weariness. "And to-morrow 
shall be as this day," we cry. " Thou hast afflicted 
me with all thy waves ; thou hast put away mine 
acquaintance far from me; mine eye moumeth 
by reason of affliction ; lover and friend hast thou 
put far from me, and mine acquaintance into 
darkness." 

We are conscious that, in approaching this 
subject of bereavement, our feet are upon sacred 
ground. Yet for awhile we linger; desiring to 
gather from around the monument at Ephrath 
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some of its memorial teachings, rather than to 
bring thither those commonplaces of death from 
which the wounded spirit as impatiently shrinks 
as from the outward trappings and pompous 
appendages of grief. Beside the wayside pillar 
we may pause to trace, if we will, His footprints 
who in human flesh trod oftentime the way " as 
thou comest to Ephrath ;" and who, unseen, sets 
His secret mark and seal upon the gravestones of 
His departed as upon treasure-chambers whereof 
He bears the key in His golden girdle. 

It is impossible not to discern in many of those 
lamentations which may justly be called the 
Funeral Anthems of the Old Testament, a de- 
spondency and darkness which the dimly revealed 
light of promise but partially, and at intervals, 
served to dispeL 

" Man that is born of a woman is of few days, 
and full of trouble. He cometh forth like a 
flower, and is cut down: he fleeth also as a 
shadow, and continueth not .... His days are 
determined: the number of his months are with 
Thee ; Thou hast appointed his bounds that he 
cannot pass. Turn from him that he may rest, 
until he shall accomplish as an hireling his day. 
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For there is hope of a tree, if it be cut down, 
that it will sprout again, and that the tender 
branch thereof will not cease. Though the root 
thereof was old in the earth, and the stock thereof 
die in the ground, yet through the scent of 
water it will bud, and bring forth boughs like a 
plant. But man dieth and wasteth away ; yea, 
man giveth up the ghost, and where is he ? As 
the waters fail from the sea, and the flood de- 
cayeth and drieth up, so man lieth down and 
riseth not. Till the heavens be no more they shall 
not awake, nor be raised out of their sleep .... 
And surely the mountain falling cometh to 
nought, and the rock is removed out of his place. 
The waters wear the stones ; Thou washest away 
the things which grow out of the dust of the 
eaith, and Thou destroy est the hope of man. 
Thou prevailest for ever against him, and he 
passeth : Thou changest his countenance and 
sendest him away. His sons come to honour, 
and he knoweth it not; and they are brought 
low, but he perceiveth it not of them." 

A vivid sense of the intense definiteness of 
that line of demarcation which divides life from 
deathy is the inwrought strain of feeling in the 
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patiriarchal lament* *' Where the tree falleth 
there it shall lie," was the cry of another sacred 
writer ; but he who now engaged himself in test- 
ing the extension of hope to its furthest possi- 
bilities as regarded material vitality, carried its 
limits into a region of doubtfulness whereinto life, 
yet penetrating, might dispute the prey. "For 
there is hope of a tree, if it be cut down, that 
it will sprout again, and that the tender branch 
thereof will not cease . - . But man dieth and 
wasteth away, yea, man giveth up the ghost ; and 
where is he ?" 

The impassable gulf, the rigid line between 
life and death, with no interposition of a softening 
neutral ground — it is this which sends a shiver 
through the heart as we gaze upon our dead, 
this which seems to petrify the utterances of grief 
and to bewilder the faculties of the soul. To 
survey the features which answered to our every 
word, nay, to our every thought, and to realise 
that no responsive look can ever again disturb 
their marble placidity, — to be still, and beside 
the well-known form to recall the daily and 
hourly sayings and doings which made as much 
a part of our lives as our own, — the silence, the 
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stillness, the hopelessness of death, the utter irre- 
sponsiveness while we weep and lament, this it 
is which seems so hardly to throw the heart back 
upon itself with the realisation that no possibility 
of skill or power can reach across the boundary- 
line of separation, or bring back the faintest 
answering token from the regions beyond the 
frontier. From beyond that frontier to which 
we seem so near, from beyond those confines 
which we appeared to have reached hand-in- 
hand, while we perceived not that our grasp 
was loosening, and that he, our other self, was no 
longer beside us, until we found ourselves alone 
and helpless, and before the barrier which is 
impassable. 

And we cry out in sudden anguish, to hear 
but the echo of our own grief in reply : and 
we know that between us there is a great gulf 
fixed, a gulf of utter silence and complete sepa- 
ration; while the chill air from the icy regions 
of death penetrates to the inmost soul, freezing 
with its keen breath the fountains of our tears. 
It is then, and in such moments, that there is a 
mockery of our sore pain in the reviving blossoms 
of the drooping flower severed from its parent 
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stem. "Through the scent of water it will re- 
vive." " If a man die, shall he live again ?" 

And, yet further, the helplessness of man 
against the unseen, irresistible power of death, is 
that which has suggested many a strain in the 
dead-march harmonies of the Old Testament; 
many a strain, true as mournful, to which our 
hearts make echo now in weariness and pain. 
" There is no man that hath power over the spirit 
to retain the spirit ; neither hath he power in the 
day of death : and there is no discharge in that 
war." " None of them can by any means redeem 
his brother, nor give to God a ransom for him." 
" For there is a man whose labour is in wisdom 
and in knowledge and in equity ; yet to a man 
that hath not laboured therein shall he leave it for 
his portion." "All go unto one place; all are of 
the dust, and all turn to dust again." 

" There is no discharge in that war." In the 
old days of battle, the man who had built the new 
house and had not dedicated it, the man who had 
planted the vineyard and had not eaten thereof, the 
man who had betrothed a wife and had not taken 
her, and the man that was "fearful and faint- 
hearted," was " let go to return unto his house," 
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lest another should enter into his labours or his 
joy^ or faint as well as he. 

But from the single combat with death there 
can be no reprieve. Be the life-warfare long or 
short, be the summons to the fight heard in the 
first watch or in the last, be the struggle to retain 
from the spoiler his prey of the immortal spirit 
never so stoutly contested, would the firiend or 
the brother with never so strong a love throw 
himself forward to stand as a substitute in that 
last encounter, and to make agreement imto 
G-od for him, he learns that " it cost more to 
redeem his soul, so that he must let that alone 
for ever." 

And the new house is dedicated with another's 
psalm ; and the first-fruits of the vineyard are 
gathered by other hands. ^ I hated all my labour 
which I had taken under the sun, because I should 
leave it unto the man that shall be after me." 
"For man also knoweth not his time." 

And in this very helplessness against death 
the wise man finds a sorrowful incentive to the 
work of the day-time. "Whatsoever thy hand 
findeth to do, do it with thy might ; for there is no 
work nor device nor knowledge nor wisdom in the 
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grave, whither thou goest:" words soimding the 
"What thou doest, do quickly," of the royal 
preacher, from whom came in after days One 
greater than Solomon, crying " The night cometh 
when no man can work." 

But not only the sharp barrier-line between 
the regions of life and death, and the irre- 
sistibility of its power, and the certainty of 
its approach, are the burden of these songs of 
the silent land. Dark and gloomy vmagininga 
concerning the unknown shore itself, only 
equalled in their intensity by the vividness with 
which flashes of prophecy from time to time threw 
a light and a glory over the far country, are on 
many an Old Testament page, to tell of the dim- 
ness which should not always be, and which would 
be removed when the people walking in darkness 
should see the true light. 

" In death there is no remembrance of Thee," 
cried the Psalmist ; " in the grave, who shall give 
Thee thanks?" 

" Wilt Thou show wonders to the dead ? Shall 
the dead arise and praise Thee ? Shall Thy loving- 
kindness be declared in the grave, or Thy faith- 
fulness in destruction ? Shall Thy wonders be 
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known in the dark ? and Thy righteousness in the 
land of forgetfulness ?" 

"Are not my days few? Cease then, and 
let me alone, that I may take comfort a little 
before I go whence I shall not return, even to 
the land of darkness and the shadow of death, 
without any order, and where the light is as 
darkness." 

" The writing of Hezekiah king of Judah, when 
he had been sick and was recovered from his sick- 
ness. I said, in the cutting oflF of my days, I shall 
go to the gates of death : I am deprived of the 
residue of my years. I said, I shall not see the 
Lord, even the Lord, in the land of the living : I 
shall behold man no more with the inhabitants of 
the world . • * . For the grave cannot praise 
Thee ; death cannot celebrate Thee : they that go 
down into the pit cannot hope for thy truth : the 
living, the living, he shall praise Thee, as I do this 
day." 

The contemplation of death itself seems, in 
those other days, yet more than the desertion of 
bereavement, to have occupied the minds of the 
sacred writers. Occasionally a burst of lamenta- 
tion, such as David's for Jonathan and Absalom, 
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betrays the grief of severed aflfections and the 
regrets of strong human love. But because a 
charter of promise, handed down from generation 
to generation, and growing more and more unto 
a perfect day, was still unexplained ; because men 
were yet searching what the Spirit should signify 
when it testified beforehand of glory to come after, 
the captivity remained; and stronger than the 
grief of bereavement was the fear of death, and 
through fear of death they were all their lifetime 
subject to bondage. 

Then, after long waiting, there arose from 
Ephrath, from the place of the first gravestone 
of Bible record, a Day-star, and upon them that 
dwelt in the shadow of death did the light shine. 
And upon the earth. He, the Eesurrection and 
the Life, came forth; and *^ forasmuch as the 
children were partakers of flesh and blood. He 
also Himself likewise took part of the same, that 
through death He might destroy him that had the 
power of death," and standing in the forefront 
of the battle as the sole champion of His 
redeemed, might, in the terms long before fore- 
told, throw down the challenge : — " I will ransom 
them from the power of the grave, I will redeem 
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them from death. death, I will be thy plagues ; 
grave, I will be thy destruction." 

And now, because of that strife achieved and 
because of that victory won, we, the children of 
the New Testament, look forth into the gloom 
and stillness of death, crying " Surely the darkness 
shall cover me 1 " and behold, " even the night is 
light around us 1 " 

"Yet," cries the mourner, *^is not the line 
less rigid, yet is not the barrier less impassable 
than ever between life and death, between me 
and my beloved. Take not from me those old 
lamentations, those true utterances of the heart 
bereaved. Leave to me, for they are mine, the low 
chants of sorrow which belonged to other days, 
wherein men, inspired to record their complaints, 
breathed forth the desolation of spirit which I, at 
least, cannot yet exchange for songs of triumph. 
'I shall go to him, but he shall not return to me.' " 
Death is real : death is irrevocable now. " I shall 
go softly all my years in the bitterness of my 
soul." 

Nor is it so that because of the abundance of 
revelations the cry of bereavement is hushed ; nor 
is it so that the strains of olden time have died 
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away, and have ceased to awaken responsive chords 
in the hearts of them that mourn. A later 
inspiration may liot disannul that which went 
before. Death is not less irrevocable now than 
then; the sentence not less beyond appeal than 
when first on a fallen earth it claimed authority 
to seize. Still the heart quails in the con- 
templation of an immovable barrier, and looks 
fearfully along the path which must be trodden 
alone. 

Yet, even in its grief, there is in some sort 
consolation. 

" I hold it true wbate'er befall, 
I feel it when I suffer most ; 
"lis better to have loved and lost 
Than never to have loved at all." 

And a true and tender love, even though its 
object have been removed, has had a part in the 
education of the heart for higher things which 
could never otherwise have been effected; and 
leaves behind it a secret legacy, filling the 
chambers of memory *'with all precious and 
pleasant riches," Yea, even in the hours of hidden 
grief, when the mourner weeps apart, untouched 
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by a sympathy accorded to those entitled thereto 
by kinship and recognized association, when the 
. bitter cry is on his lips, " None knew how I loved 
him!" there is in this thought consolation and 
support. 

But it is in the illumination of the once 
unknown shore whither the bark freighted with 
our treasure has drifted out of our sight ; it is in 
enabling us to know, not as a vague and shadowy 
theory, but as a proved reality ; the communion 
of saints which we believe ; it is in affording us 
in the exhibition of a risen Lord an actual 
representative of our humanity, who in His 
person has bridged over the gulf which we can- 
not pasSy that the Gospel softens the hard line of 
separation, and raises the soul from its prostrate 
search after human comfort to present realities 
of consolation. 

The hands that are sundered are yet united. 
For His arm is not shortened that it cannot sus- 
tain ours which we tremblingly proflfer, while on 
the other side, and unseen by us. He supports him 
whom we might not follow into the imknown land, 
but who comes up from the wilderness leaning on 
the Beloveds 
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" One family, we dwell in Him ; 
One church above, beneath; 
Though now divided by the stream — 
The narrow stream of death." 

" Of whom the whole family in heaven and 
Qarth is named." It is this view which, if in the 
sharp pain of separation we may but realise it, 
that exhibits the link between us and them. Not 
to an imexplored region wberewith we have no 
association, to which no tie, have they departed ; 
but thither, where our Head and Eepresentative 
has taken possession for us; thither where He 
dwells who accepts our prayers, who receives 
their praises. They have entered into the glory 
of the most Holy Place, and the vail is between 
us ; but we are in the same temple still, though it 
remains to us to trim our flickering lamps in the 
darkness, and to keep the incense burning with- 
out. Irresponsive and voiceless are, indeed, their 
lips sealed in death, since they have but left to us, 
and to our fond guardianship, the worn-out apparel 
of their human nature. But we are still united, 
having been made by His, our Lord's humanity, 
partakers of the divine nature, which, triumphing 
over the silence and the death-stillness, asserts its 
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privilege of citizenship, so that with Him we 
continually dwell, and with them. For already 
are we not joined unto Mount Sion, and "unto the 
city of the living God ? And to an innumerable 
company of angels, to the general assembly and 
church of the first-bom which are written in 
heaven, and to God the Judge of all, and to the 
spirits of just men made perfect, and to Jegus, 
the Mediator of the new covenant?" 

** That they may be one even as WE are one 1" 
A unity deeper than that of mere earthly associa- 
tion, a oneness which the capping of the frail 
thread of mortal life might not interrupt, was in 
His thought who uttered the divine prayer of 
Gethsemane : — " I in them and Thou in me, that 
they may be made perfect in one, and that the 
world may know that Thou hast sent me, and 
hast loved them as Thou hast loved me. Father, 
I will that they also whom Thou hast given me 
be with me where I am, that they may behold my 
glory which Thou hast given me." 

And thus, for the diviner and new-bom nature 
generated within by the Spirit of God, there is 
in death but the outer material separation. We 
say not that, weighed down by a present loss. 
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oppressed by the absence of the voice we knew 
among a thousand others, by the vacancy of our 
chambers, by the hush upon our hearth, we can 
at all times realise that in death we are not 
divided. Our human nature is strong in its 
self-assertion: our faith is but exotic. And the 
lesson is hard to learn of believing where we 
cannot see. He who wept in the contemplation 
of death, forbids us not to weep now — forbids 
us not to turn from the weary sameness, or, it 
may be, from the sudden reverse of our outer 
lives, and from funeral woe which is not grief, 
and from condolence which is not sympathy, to 
Him ^^with whom do live the spirits of them 
that depart hence in the Lord," and who knows 
our sorrows. But while the cry goes forth in the 
tender words of ancient lamentation, ^' I am dis- 
tressed for thee, my brother : very pleasant hast 
thou been unto me : thy love to me was wonder- 
ful, passing the love of women," He whose love 
is closer than a brother's, bends down with a 
reminder of Calvary and of the garden of the 
Eesurrection, and bids us discern in their call 
hence whom we mourn, the continuity of an 



176 Wayside Pillars. 

unbroken chain of progressive love : ^ whom He 
justified tfiem He also glorified." 

For yet further, we may r^ard death as itself 
a link with the invisible regions — as the outward 
token of an actual transaction between the land 
of spirits and our own — as the silent irresistible 
voice, which nowhere can be gainsayed, from the 
world to come whereof we speak. We, who are 
believers, deem that the pillars of Bethel and of 
Ephrath have this in conmion, that they both 
represent direct communications thence, that 
they are equally memorials of those great inter- 
changes of life and death presided over by the 
Lord and Giver of Life. The first records the 
spiritual resurrection from death unto life, which 
is the Easter festival of the soul ; the second, the 
transposition of the chords by the Master Hand, 
whereby death is made to succeed life, yet for 
the eflfecting of the consummation whereby, in 
the end, mortality shall be swallowed up of im- 
mortality, and the quickened body and soul, 
purified from the taint and corruption of a former 
existence, shall be for ever re-united. Therefore, 
surveying in death the working out of a scheme 
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already made known to us, the link in a chain 
whereof other links are revealed, the visible 
stretching forth of an unseen Hand to eflfect a 
plan whereof we hold the clue, may we not 
draw thence the sweet strengthening of our faith, 
gathering it with the sorrows of bereavement even 
as the lily which blossoms among the thorns ? 

Nor do we any longer behold in death an 
irresistible en&my to mauy his helpless victim. 
For the God-man has done him battle. We, 
indeed, must meet him alone. There is still no 
discharge from that war. An unseen power still 
impels us, one by one, to the spot . where the 
solitary fight must be encountered, and the last 
enemy confronted in a conflict wherein no human 
arm may avail us for help or support. But lo, 
the king of terrors is disarmed ! He advances, 
indeed, with strong grasp to claim his spoil; 
and "no man hath power to retain the spirit, 
neither hath he power in the day of his death." 
But not as a conqueror — not as an implacable 
tyrant dares he to lift his head. " death, where 
is thy sting? grave, where is thy victory?" 
cries the soul that, following its Forerunner, goes 
down into the battle. " The sting of death is sin ; 

N 
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and the strength of sin is the law: but thanks 
be to God which giveth us the victory through 
our Lord Jesus Christ." And at the sound of 
that challenge, not to demand the spirit for his 
prey, but humbly to open unto it the gates of 
life, Death, once conquered and for ever, advances, 
daunted before him who bears the cross and names 
the Name whereby we overcome. 

And, in like manner, the desponding cry of 
other days, " Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, 
do it with thy might ; for there is no work, nor 
device, nor knowledge, nor wisdom in the grave 
whither thou goest," — is not superseded by the 
inspirations of the Gospel ; but rather is taken up 
and transposed into a more triumphant key. 
And for the sorrowful incentive to labour while 
yet there is time, of the Old Testament, we have 
the higher incentive of hope and assurance in 
the New ; ^' Whatsoever ye do, do it heartily as 
to the Lord, and not unto men ; knowing that 
of the Lord ye shall receive the reward of the 
inheritance, for ye serve the Lord Christ." " I am 
now," wrote one whose words we have already 
noticed, — the late Dr. Arnold, — "within a few 
weeks of completing my forty-seventh year. Am 
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I not old enough to view life as it is, and to 
contemplate steadily its end, what it is coming 
to, and must come to, what all things are with- 
out Grod? I know that my senses are on the 
eve of hecoming weaker, and that my faculties 
will then soon begin to decline too, — whether 
rapidly or not, I know not, but they will decline. 
Is there not one faculty which never declines, 
which is the seed and seal of immortality ? What 
is it to live unto God ? May Grod open my eyes 
to see Him by faith, and in and through His 
Son Jesus Christ may He draw me to Him, and 
keep me with Him, making His will my will, His 

love my love, His strength my strength 

I would desire to remember my latter end to 
which I am approaching, going down the hill 
of life and having done far more than half my 
work. May Grod keep me in the hour of death, 
through Jesus Christ. Now, Lord, whilst I am 
in health, keep my heart fixed on Thee by faith, 
and then I shall not lose Thee in sickness or in 
death. Guide, strengthen, and enkindle me, and, 
Lord, inspire me with zeal, and guide me with 
wisdom." 

Yes, *' the reward of the inheritance " and not . 
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the darkness of the grave, is before their eyes who 
" serve the Lord Christ." 

And when from our own loneliness and 
bereavement we turn awhile, seeking to follow in 
spirit those with whom the last earthly tie has 
been broken, the out-poured radiance of an im- 
mortality brought to light through the Grospel 
sheds over the regions^ once of darkness and of 
the shadow of deaths a serene illumination^ 
revealing the departed to our sight as already 
entered into the fuJ/ness of joy which belongs to 
the presence of the Lord. 

And the great perplexity appears disentangled 
which so painfully occupied the minds of prophet, 
psalmist, and king, who understood not how 
death should come alike to all — "one event to 
the righteous and to the wicked, to the good 
and to the clean and to the unclean, to him that 
sacrificeth and to him that sacrificeth not." We 
see how that death is only the taking of rest in 
sleep to the redeemed, that to the Christian it 
comes not in the guise of a sentence of con- 
demnation, even as to them who have refused 
mercy — that it comes not in the way of penalty 
or to complete a justification already perfected 
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for ever by one Oflfering, but that it stands con- 
nected with the sanctification of the believer. 
"The whole amount and meaning of it is, that our 
bodies are impregnated with a moral virus which 
by death must be discharged from them. By 
the departure of the spirit out of its tainted and 
leprous prison-hold, and by the resolution into 
fragments and into dust of this materialism that 
its tenant hath abandoned, and then by the 
assembling again of all its particles, though with- 
out the corrupt infusion that formerly pervaded 
them, the purpose must be achieved — the transfor- 
mation of the whole into a glorified body, a body 
like unto Christ's, and freed for ever from even a 
tendency to eviL There must be sanctification 
as well as atonement, renewal as well as sacrifice. 
For the one Christ had to suffer and to die — for 
the other man has also to die and to fill up that 
which is behind of the sufierings of Christ, And 
ere the gate of the New Jerusalem can be opened 
for the spirit of the redeemed, he must leave the 
tainted body behind him ; and ere he walk em- 
bodied there, the framework that he had on earth 
must be taken down and made to pass in mys- 
terious transformation through that dismal region 
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where the mouldering wreck of many genefations 
has been laid. So that this death, which even 
the holiest of believers have to undergo, speaks 
aloud both to the loathsomeness of sin, and to the 
sensitive and lofty sacredness of heaven.'^ 

To the sacredness of that fair land whither 
they in whom we delighted, through the grave 
and gate of death have entered in. Of the land 
whence the love that could not retain, would not 
recall them. Of the land whereof the prophets 
sang, and whereof Canaan typified, and where the 
Lord is King. Into the Father's house they 
whom we sent forth with weeping have been re- 
ceived with singing. Into the inheritance they 
whom death here had disinherited have been wel- 
comed by their Redeemer. To a love perfect and 
infinite they have succeeded who here but tasted 
of the poor and polluted stream which earth could 
supply. 

They are, indeed, with us no longer, but we 
sorrow not as others which have no hope. In the 
old days of the Christian Church it was ordered, 
that when men died, the survivors " should carry 
them forth with singing if they were faithful : 
* Chalmers. 
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for precious in the sight of the Lord is the death 
of His saints." *' What mean our hymns ?" cries 
one of the ancient fathers; "do we not glorify 
God, and give Him thanks that He hath crowned 
him that is departed, that He hath delivered him 
from trouble, that He hath set him free from all 
fear ? Consider what thou singest at that time : 
'Turn again unto thy rest, my soul, for the 
Lord hath rewarded thee.' And again, ' I will fear 
no evil because Thou art with me.' And again, 
' Thou art my refuge from the affliction which 
compasseth me about.' Consider what these 
psalms mean. If thou believest these things 
which thou sayest to be true, why dost thou weep 
and lament ? ' For what,' say the Gentiles ; ' are 
these the men that talk so finely and philosophi- 
cally about the resurrection ? ' Yes, indeed ! ^ But 
their actions do not agree with their doctrine : for 
whilst they profess in words the belief of a resur- 
rection, in their deeds they act more like men 
that despair of it. If they were really so per- 
suaded that their dead were gone to a better life, 
they would not so lament.' Therefore," continues 
the Christian monitor, **let us be ashamed to 
carry out our dead after this manner: for our 
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psalmody and prayers and solemn meeting of the 
fathers and such a multitude of brethren, is not 
that thou shouldest weep and lament and be 
angry at God, but give Him thanks for taking a 
deceased brother to himself." 

And for them, for ^^all those who have de- 
parted this life in Christ's faith and fear," we of 
these latter days also rejoice; and at times, up- 
borne by faith and by a vivid realization, are 
verily carried out of the grief of our sore bereave- 
ment into the contemplation of their perfected bliss, 
even as though we ourselves might gaze through 
the golden gates and behold their triumph. 

But when our eyes are heavy, and our wings 
droop and come fluttering down into the path that 
must be trodden step by step alone, and when we 
raise stone upon stone to record the place of our 
bereavement, and from the higher level of faith 
triumphant sink to the weariness and weakness of 
our human nature, let us from Ephrath draw our 
consolation. From Him who there took our nature, 
who there began the life of sympathy and humanity 
which ended not with death and resurrection, but 
which has been exalted to the throne on high 
where He dwells at the right hand of God for us. 
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The Man of Sorrows is our Saviour — the Child 
laid in the manger our Eedeemer; and comfort 
and healing are still accorded to those who cry in 
the utterance of the monarch of old, ^^ that one 
would give me drink of the water of the well of 
Bethlehem!" 

" Israel journeyed and spread his tent beyond 
the tower of Edar." An ancient tradition marks 
this " tower of the flock " * as the place where the 
shepherds received the announcement of the Sa- 
viour's incarnation. Concerning this we know 
not certainly ; yet shall we do well if we must still 
linger in sight of the gravestone of our departed, 
receiving such tradition to repair thither, and hear 
in the tidings of great joy which angels delivered 
on the hill of Ephrath, a strain of consolation for 
our hearts. 

For us alsp "the morning cometh;" for us 
also the day-star has arisen ; for us also the Son 
of God is the Son of David to succour and relieve 
us ; and we are His. 

Forward, then, once more I Theirs is indeed 
the perfected realization of that joy whereof we 
from time to time know but the brief foretastes ; 
♦ Mic. iv. 8. 
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ours, the probation, and the dusty march and long 
warfare : theirs, the song of the redeemed in Zion ; 
ours, the song of degrees, the pilgrim-chant as we 
journey with our faces set Zionward : theirs, com- 
munion face to face with Him whom not having 
seen we love ; ours the Emmaus communion with 
One beside us in the way, our eyes being holden 
that we should not see Him. 

But it may be that we, like Israel, have set 
up the last pillar on our way to the Father's house. 
It may be that while we raise it heavenward, its 
shadow points along a path leading quickly to 
the end of our pilgrimage, whither, inconsistently, 
indeed, with the illustration which we have found 
in the old Bible story, they have been earlier taken 
whom we shall rejoin in a little while. 

We know not ; but this we know ; — that a love 
stronger than theirs enfolds us — that a sympathy 
fuller than theirs surrounds us — that a tenderness 
deeper than theirs yearns over us — that a heart 
joined more closely to ours beats responsively while 
we pour out our souls on the way. And that these 
are not words only — not the weary commonplaces 
of copperplate and conventional religious con- 
dolence, but actual, realized, living truths. That 
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it remains to us to walk more nearly to Him who 
will have us ever feel His presence ; to work more 
earnestly for Him who has reminded us that if the 
morning cometh, " the morning cometh, and also 
the nigtd^^^ "wherein no man can work;" to seek 
more conformity to His likeness whereafter we 
shall, in our time, awake ; and to find in the daily 
path wherein He guides us the teachings which 
He continually supplies. 

We must leave Ephrath leaning on the Christ 
of Ephrath. Nor does He forbid us to turn back 
oftentime to where the pillar of our monument 
stands by the way. Inscribed thereon concerning 
them who sleep, is the Spirit's beatitude, " Blessed 
are the dead which die in the Lord." But He, 
our Lord, whispers for us who remain yet another 
beatitude, even that of His resurrection: — 
" Blessed are they which have not seen and yet 
have believed." 




SONGS OF BEREAVEMENT. 




SONGS OF BEREAVEMENT. 



" Lighten our darkness, Lord, we beseech Thee ; and of 
Thy great mercy defend us from all perils and dangers of this 
night, for the love of Thine only Son, our Savioui", Jesus Christ. 
Amen." 



pG-HTEN our darkness, Lord, we beseech 
Thee, 

For perils and dangers beset the long night ; 
Now bend from Thy throne that our voices may 
reach Thee, 
Who here from afar would see light in Thy 
light. 



Lighten our darkness 1 Earth's shadows enfold us ; 

Now see we but dimly, here know but in part ; 
Thy love must illumine. Thine hand must uphold us, 

God of the broken and contrite in heart. 
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Lighten our darkness ! Temptations preTailing 
And doubts and misgivings encompass our path ; 

Earth's night-lamps but flicker with glare un- 
availing. 
Thou, Father of lights, must enkindle our faith. 

Lighten our darkness I we seek — groping blindly — 
Some shelter from sorrow, some ray through 
the cloud ; 
The night-blasts sweep o'er us with voices un- 
kindly. 
And tear-woven mists the long future enshroud. 

Our dearest and best at Thy word we surrender : 
Thy hand which once gave them now bears 
them away: 
We yield them to love more enduring, more tender 
Than theirs who still linger, and " wish for the 
day." 

Lighten our darkness ! our night must yet deepen, 
The shadows of death must encompass the soul, 

And down the rough valley our pathway must 
steepen 
To where the deep floods of eternity roll. 
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Light of the world ! Christ, the Only-begotten, 
Thou, Lord, who our conflicts and weakness 
hast known, 
The night of Thine anguish Thou hast not forgotten, 
think on the souls, then redeemed for Thine 
own. 

Hope of the weary 1 Thy glory revealing ; 

Give ear to the cry by Thy children outpour'd ; 
Arise ! on Thy wings bring us radiance and healing; 

Now lighten our darkness, we pray Thee, 
Lord I 



THE CHURCHYARD IN A GARDEN. 

(On one of the southern slopes of the Ochills lies an old 
churchyard, for many generations disused, the church having 
fallen into decay, and its place having been transferred. Now, 
surrounded by the garden of the proprietor of the estate, it is 
fenced in only by a few trees and the fall of the ground ; and 
its silence is broken by the voices of children playing without. ) 

LITTLE graveyard nestles on the hill, 
Lost in a garden: once, with reverent words, 
Men bore their dead to rest secure and still 
Within this treasure-chamber of the Lord's. 

O 



194 Wayside PiUan. 

Without, earth's thousand voices echo clear, 
And gleeful chimes of children's laughter ring. 

And circling seasons bring new joys : but here 
Undying seed still waits a coming spring. 

Without, the garden blossoms : while within, 
Like a soft requiem, river waters sound : 

One pitying rose-tree sever'd from her kin 
Soft strews her petals on the wavy groimd. 

A little island in a tide of life 

Which may not pass the bounds of that still 
shore ; 
A holy rood where shout of joy or strife 

Awakes no echo, finds no entrance more. 

And thus, methinks, concealed within each heart 
Save the glad heart of childhood, there is found. 

Fenced in, and from all outer life apart, 
A sUent, treasured spot of holy groimd. 

Lost hopes, surrendered joys, lie hidden there ; 

Severed affections lie beneath tliat sod. 
Buried with funeral rite of tears and prayer. 

All secret save from Memory and God. 
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Yet blossoms life without : all is not dead : 

On God's fair earth are there not flowers for all ? 

Some hopes and joys for each their fragrance shed. 
To each for culture and thanksgiving call. 

And not less tenderly fond Memory treads 

The heart's still graveyard, known to her alone, 

For that without fresh flowerets lift their heads. 
And song resounds, and life's full tide flows on. 

A churchyard in a garden I Long ago 

A sepulchre within a garden lay ; 
Thence bring we immortelles which fadeless blow. 

Undying hopes which cannot pass away. 

And plant them trustfully on each sad shrine. 
And o'er each grave of long-renounced affection ; 

Thence trace the rainbow-arch of love divine 
Linking for ever death and resurrection. 
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** And He came and touched the bier, and they that 
bare him stood still." 

JAKE not, mother, sounds of lamentation ! 
Weep not, widow, weep not hopelessly ! 
Strong is His arm, the Bringer of Salvation, 
Strong is the Word of God to succour thee. 

Bear forth the cold corpse, slowly, slowly bear him : 
Hide his pale features with the sable pall : 

Chide not the sad one wildly weeping near him 
Widow'd and childless, she has lost her all. 

Why pause the mourners ? Who forbids our weep- 
ing? 
Who the dark pomp of sorrow has delayed ? 
" Set down the bier : — he is not dead but sleep- 
ing! 
Young man arise 1 " He spake, and was 
obey'd. 

Change, then, sad one, grief to exultation : 
Worship and fall before Messiah's knee 1 

Strong was His arm, the Bringer of Salvation, 
Strong is the Word of God to succour thee. 

Bishop Heber. 
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" Sorrow not even as others which have no hope." 

[O the earth thy dust consigning. 
To its God thy soul resigning. 
We •commit thee, unrepining. 

To thy tranquil grave ; 
Yielding thee to His protection. 
To His tenderer affection 
Who, — our Life and Eesurrection, — 
Once in mercy gave. 

Life's last lesson slowly learning. 
To our darkened home returning. 
We, with lonely hearts and yearning, 

Take our toilsome way : 
Thou the golden streets art treading 
Where the Lamb His light is shedding. 
His redeemed ones gently leading 

To the founts of day. 

As the flood-notes of the river 
Swell their song of joy for ever 
On His ear, the Lord and Giver 
Of their cloudless life ; 
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We with tearfuliiess and weeping 
Through the night our watch are keeping, 
Lest the Master find us sleeping 
In His hour of strife. 

Lord, our suppliant cry receiving. 
Bend o'er us, our need relieving. 
Who, not seeing, yet believing. 

Would with them be blest : 
Now our toil and conflict sharing. 
Now our sorrow-burden bearing. 
Lift our hearts to joys preparing 

In Thine endless rest. 




THE FATHER'S HOUSE. 



" If God will be with me ... so that I come to my father's 
house in peace, then shall the Lord be my God." — Gen. xxviii. 
20, 21. 



^^r"^^^cd(£? wTB^t? 



mmm' 




THE FATHER'S HOUSE. 




10 that I come to my father's house in 
peace ! " — words meetly bringing to a 
close our brief reviews of life from 
halting-places marked out by the monumental 
memorials of the Eastern patriarch. 

A re-action of the present day has resulted 
our viewing life too entirely in its working dress, 
in an idolatry of labour for its own sake, apart, 
not unfrequently, from its secret motives and con- 
cealed springs ? We have held it good, therefore, 
in these chapters to dwell on life in its hidden, 
rather than in its more public and laborious 
aspects; on its transactions with God, rather 
than on its relations with the outer world; on 
an inner life which we have touched at a few 
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points only, and those, points of its graver and 
sadder experience. 

Too grave and too sad, perchance, for some 
who have raised but the first memorial pillar of 
their course ; too secret and too entirely spiritual, 
it may be, for those whose career has been marked 
by epochs of outward prosperity, and who, walking 
hand-in-hand with their nearest and their dearest, 
as yet see not before them the shadows of Mizpah, 
as yet know not the solitudes and the silence of 
Ephrath. 

Nevertheless are parting, retrospection, and 
bereavement, stations of heart-searching and of 
spirit conflict which few may "pass by seciu-ely 
as men averse from war," "secret chambers" 
where the Lord even now meets the soul ^'weeping 
in secret places," and refusing to be comforted 
save by His voice, halting -places whereat the 
tents are struck for the onward march, while 
upon the monument of a fresh epoch in its secret 
history the oflfering of prayers and tears is still 
out-poured. 

And while from each of these the end of the 
way appears more distinctly in sight, we know 
well that many an unknown tract of country. 
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perchance many a long march, may yet be before 
us ere the city which hath foundations be imme- 
diately revealed to the longing sight. 

But home comes at last I When Israel, from 
the hills of Hebron and from his father's house 
retraced the history of his pilgrimage, found he 
that a single article of the covenant had failed 
which secured to him fellowship, support, protec- 
tion, home? And we, one day reviewing, in the 
secure and full tranquillity of perfected knowledge, 
another pilgrimage, and laying the records of our 
life beside the charter of a fuller covenant ordered 
in all things and sure, shall exclaim, " Not one 
thing hath failed of all the good things which the 
Lord our God spake concerning us : all are come 
to pass unto us, and not one thing hath failed 
thereof." 

And the best things shall be at the last. For 
heaven is coming, coming. The dream is now : 
the awaking will be in the morning. And not 
to a vague and undefined future of glory do we, 
with our tremulous affections and sensitive re- 
quirements, look forward ; not to an unexplored 
territory of surpiassing lustre, but to us "dark 
from excess of brilliance;" not to a pure and 
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lofty society exalted above the possibilities of 
aflfection and tenderness for which we, attempting 
blindly to penetrate the unseen, crave so long- 
ingly, hope so humanly. For we have had 
tidings thence. One of ourselves — One, bone of 
our bone and flesh of our flesh. One in jvhose 
breast beats a kindred soul, and ^^who is not 
ashamed to call us brethren," One who knoweth 
whereof we are made, and that on spiritual per- 
fections and on infinite moral excellences the 
soul of man vainly seeks to fasten its affections, 
hath revealed to us concerning the land very far 
off. Well does He discern that, were heaven 
this and no more, our hearts, shrinking from so 
vague and shadeless a future, would cling with 
a despairing fondness to the relationships of an 
unsatisfying world, dreading to exchange them 
for a cloudless, and, what to the shrinking spirit 
might represent itself as a homeless, glory, 
whereon it must enter alone and unsheltered. 

He, the one Man who hath come down from 
heaven, hath told us of heavenly things. "In 
My Father's house are many mansions : if it were 
not so I would have told you ; I go to prepare a 
place for you. And if I go and prepare a place 
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for you, I will come again and receive you unto 
Myself, that where I am, ye may be also." 

All that we need ! all that our hearts desire I 
Home for ever I Love for ever 1 Christ for ever ! 
Nay, it is sufficient that we say Christ for ever, 
for His presence is love. His presence makes 
home and rest to His ransomed ones. Not to- 
wards an unexplored and stranger region do our 
affections tend, but to the Father's house where 
our Representative, our Forerunner, our Brother, 
occupies Himself in preparing for us who are His 
own redeemed ; — ^to a home where, with all the 
forethought of tenderness, all the resources of 
infinity, all the love wherewith the Father hath 
loved Him, He prepares for us a reception " into 
the glory of God." Not alone shall we enter 
beneath the everlasting gates, not alone and un- 
sheltered tread the path beyond the grave. He 
for whom our souls here have waited as they 
that watch for the morning, will there be found 
waiting to bestow the first greeting of eternity, the 
first welcome of heaven, the first whisper of un- 
speakable love. And, rejoicing over the redeemed 
soul as the bridegroom rejoices over the bride. He 
will bear it up as that which He has Himself 
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perfected, into the presence of the Father, will 
present it in the raiment and glorious apparel of 
His merits, faultless before the throne, with the 
repetition of the prayer of His earthly strife, 
'-•* Father^ I will that they also whom thou hast 
given Me, be with Me where I am," — will claim 
for it, with incomprehensible and infinite devotion, 
a recognition with Himself in the Father's heart 
with the words, " Thou hast loved them as Thou 
hast loved Me." 

And for evermore, in the joys and splendours 
of an abode whereof the glory shall be in pro- 
portion to His power who gives to the insect's wing' 
exquisite grace and inimitable lustre, shall his 
place be, the pilgrim of Bethel and Ephrath. For 
evermore, where sin, and death, and parting 
cannot enter : where love is without alloy, com- 
munion without hindrance. 

Is it true ? is it true ? And yet we weep and 
mourn I Is it true ? And yet we doubt and are 
cast down ! Is it true ? And yet we cling to 
earth, and but occasionally lift up our eyes 
homewards ! 

" God, who hast prepared for them that 
love thee such good things as pass man*s under- 
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standing ; Pour into our hearts such love toward 
thee, that we, loving thee above all things, may 
obtain thy promises, which exceed all that we can 
desire ; through Jesus Christ our Lord. Amen," 
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